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To the RiouT HoNOURABLTLE the 


Earl of CARDIGAN. 


MY LORD, 
þ ahi JE Merit 1s always attended 
with great Delicacy. 
T ought, therefore, in this Addreſs, 
to jay as little in Compliment to your 


Lordſbip, as in Favour of the Play. 
The Public only muſt do Fuſtice to both.-- 


Yet give me leave thus far to violate 
your Modeſty, and indulge my own Va- 


nity: I muſt think the Applauſe, this 
Piece received in its Repreſentation, 75 
not entirely owing to the good Mature 
of the Audience; fence their Approba- 
tion is juſtify d by your ene it into 


your Protection. 


1 wiſh the Performance were a 70 
the Patron! If that could have been ; 


4 Perhaps /o perfe& a Work might, has 


have revived Good Taſte among us. 
Since Favours, unworthily confer d, 
tho' they may be Signs of a Ll Di. 
poſition, are Proofs of a bad Judgment n 
Jam more proud to be thus honour d 
A 2 by 


DEDICATION. 


by a Man of your Diſcernment, Hu- 
manity and Generoſity, than to be re- 
warded above my Deſert, or Ambition, 
Ey Thoſe, -who only have it in their 
Power to beſtow, and not diſtinguiſh. 


My Los ! RN 
That the Torrent of epidemical Folly 
and Corruption may be [tem'd! That 
the Entertainments of the Britiſh Szage 
may be render d worthy of Britiſh Ears 
and Eyes! That great and good Men, 
like your Lordſhip, may exert their do- 
meſtic and ſocial Virtues, to be as well 
the Themes of, as to awake and en- 
courage every truly-dramatic Genius 
among us], That we may be all quickly 
conſcious, from our Improvement in good 
Senſe and Morals, that the beſt Patrons 
are the beſt Patriots; and that Grati- 
zude may ever wait on Benificence, are, 


My Lozd, the ſincere Wiſhes of, 
| YOUR LORDSHIP*s 
moſt difintereſtad, moſt humble, 
and moſt faithful Servant, 


J. STERLING. 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. JOHNSON. 


— 


| IZA Dignity to mend a vicious Age, 

: The Britiſh Muſe aſſerts the moral Stage : 
She ſees, indignant, Farce and empty Show 

In our rank Soil, like Weeds, luxuriant, grow ! 
Wil, long obſcure, amidſt a barb rous Crowd, 
Lies, like FEneas, in a gloomy Cloud ! 

Our Author ſtrives to free ib impriſon'd Ray, 
Diſſobve the Vapour, and reſtore the Day ! 

He paints a Villain; artful, young, and bold; 

Luftful, determin d, by no Fear controuPd ; 
Secret, ambilious, bloody, vengeful, brave, 

1 Proud, and to none, except himſelf, a Slave! 
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Mile fatally his dire Example ſhows, 
Ho tow'ring Vice from ſmall Beginnings grows , 


Till ſoon the Pygmy to a Giant's Size, 
* Progreſſive, ſwells, to ſcale at laſt the Skies ! 
No barren Pomp of Words our Scenes diſpetiſe - 
Mi-. hope to pleaſe with Poetry and Senſe ! 
Till ev'ry Breaſt ſhall ſympathize around, 
And catch th Influence of the magic Sound : 
Till kindred Grief makes all your Eyes confeſs, 
That Tears muſt flow for Virtue in Diſireſs ! 
Now, Britons, learn what 10 Good-nature's due 
Let Men of Senſe be Men of Candor too 
Nor bluſh, while Folly thus degrades Mankind, : 
To praiſe an Entertainment of the Mind | 5 


E P - 


E PI L O G U E. 
Spoken by Mrs. GIF FAR D. 


AH ! Ladies! had I not a narrow Scape? 
| — / 4 ueſsd, al leaſt, do have been balf Aa 
Rape ! 

My Honour tho was ſafe by Cries and Calling; 
And being puſid might well excuſe my Falling | 

Then the Seraglio too !-—— O frightſul Work ! 
A thouſand Females ſcarce ſuffice one Turk! 
There, without more adoe, great Sultan Don 
Tuft drops his Handkerchief, and cries — Come on | — 
There no dear Flatry charms the Fair one's Moe; 
Kept, like led Horſes, chiefly for a Show ! 
Amidſt his Stud the Royal Spoiler ranges, 
Loves, where be likes; and, as he lifts, be changes! 
--—— The Man in Concubines who thus abounds, 
Muſt take a tedious Time to go his Rounds —— 
"Tis one to one among you Chriſtian Wives ! 
For ſuch a Faith. who wou'd not loſe their Lives? 
The Muftis ay (Prieſts ! vers'd in lying Scrolls !) 
O Impudence.— that Women have no Souls. 
Our Spirits they negle# ! our better Parts! — 
Tei. faith l they love our Bodies in their Hearts ! 
Mark! what a Paradiſe !---- ſupreme Delight !---- 
Ye Pour, a blooming Virgin ev ry Night I- 


How 
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EPILOGUE. 
How ev'ry Night !---- what Modern Beau fo ſtout; 
At leaſt on Earth---- cou'd ev'ry Night hold out ?--- 
But, ſay, young Sparks! who bill like any Pidgeon, 
Are not moſt Men of Mahomet's Religion ?---. 
- A lucky Hint, and thence I take my Cue! 
Britons! in vain can a She-ſuppliant ſue ? 
--== If of Mankind I rightly form a Notion----- 
Beauty's the only Channel of Promotion! 
Then ſure our Plea is good I- Thoſe Eyes of Fire 


Shall blaze to guard an Author, they inſpire ! 


Smile, radiant Circles, in your Vot'ry's Cauſe 
And Men of Gallantry muſt give Applauſe ! 
Look Cenſure dead ! and, in full Triumph, ſhow 
A brighter Heav n, than Mahomet's, below ! 


PrRrSONSsS 


PERSONS Repreſenteed. 


M EN. 


Cantelmi, Mr. Roſco. 
Altamar, | Mr. Johnſon. 
Monteſini, | Mr . Havard. | 4 


Mirz-abdi, Mr. Giffard. 


Haſſan, Mr. Lyon. 
Iſſouf, Mr. Woodward. 
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WOMEN. 


Melania, J Mrs. Roberts, 
Beleyda, Mrs. Giffard. 
Amanthe, Me,. Hamilton. 


SCEN E, Belgrade. F 


2. 


ACT EL SCENE 1 
A Chamber in Cantelmi's Houſe. 


Mirz-abdi alone. 


x 1 0 great Elect! whoſe Sword con- 


2 

1— 
— 

2. 


——— firm'd thy Miſſion ; 3 
| WA Whoſe ſofter Hours were ſacred to 
the Joys 


Of melting Beauty in Arabian Vales 
Above, thy Heav'n 3 thy Paradiſe, 
below : 

O Prophet! Thou, whom with alternate Charms, 
Love and Ambition fir'd ; ſpeed thou my Hopes! 
Cheriſh, O Mahomet, thoſe gen'rous Paſſion 3 
Which thy Example ſanctifies in me! 


B Iſſouf 


s 
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Since old Cantelmi, my wrong'd Lord, was rais'd 'Y 
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Iſſouf enters to him, conducting Melania, 


1/ouf. Great Sir! — Melania, —— 
Mel. Whence wt? — Olſy, 
Why thus for gloomy Solitude you ſhun 
'T wg chearful Light, and fond Melania's Arms? 2 
While ever, and anon, your guilt-like Starts f 
Betray the Horrors of a troubled Soul. — 
Deep Thought fits brooding on your anxious Brow ; 
And, if by chance my glancing Eyes meet yours, 
Back on themſelves ny roll in ſullen Fire — 
— O my Mirz-abdi! — once it was not thus! 
But late — we've watch'd to catch each other's Sight; 
And interchang'd our Souls with darted Looks! — 
Mirz. Have I not Caule ? — a fall'n inglorious 
Slave | 
A Slave in Belgrade ! — fatal Chance of War !— 
Where late a Province own'd the great Vicegerent, 
The Subſtitute of Mabomet and Alba ! 
Theſe Eyes beheld my bloom of Glory NIP 'd, 
My Sultan's Honour blaſted, and my own! 4 
— They ſee — and yet 1 live! — my ſelf a Slave! — 3 
Methinks I {till behold Bavaria's Hero, 
And hated Altamar, the next in Fame, 
Deſtroy, conſume, with Devaſtation rage, 
Purple yon? Strects with Janizaries' Blood, 
Raviſh th* important Bulwark of our Frontiers, 
And fix the German Standard on our Walls ! 

Mel. Diſſembling is the Vice of daſtard Minds; 
The Maſk of groveling Traytors | — ſhame upon it! 
Three Moons are paſt, nor Sorrow known till now, 
Since taken Belgrade fluſh'd our Auſtrian Eagles 


To govern here, and mounted on thy Ruins, 
Mirz. Lulld in your Arms to temporary Peace, 


Sorrow lay huſh'd at the ſoft Voice of Love: 


Now keen Reflection kills the ficeting Joy ! —— 


A Turk 


23 
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A Jug can dread no Crime like ill Succeſs ; 
*Tis Treaſon in a Gen'ral to be vanquiſh'd, —— 
Soon ul doom'd, when Pris'ners are exchang'd, 


To merct at home Diſhonour, or the Bow- ſtring! — 
Mel. Ainantbe — 


Mirz. Hal! 
Mel. Has moſt perſuaſive Charms, — 
Mirz. You wrong, me, Madam, by ſuch mean 
Suggeſtions! [ 
Mel. Take heed ! — no more 11 wo' not think 
my Daughter 
Has Pow'r to make the Man, I love, ingrateful | — 
Think Pma Woman ; think then I have Pride ; 
— Revenge too, — conſequent of {lighted Love! 


From Chains and Dungeon- darkneſs I've releas'd 
thee, 


Lodg'd thee, an envy'd Captive, in my Houſe, 


Gave up my Virtue, and my Huſband's Honour, 
And rais'd thee to his violated Bed 

Mirz. Indulge no Thought, 1 injurious to your Peace; - 
Amanthe, Monteſini's deſtin'd Bride, 
Indignant views a Rival, and a Foe :— 
— Yet, wou'd you heal a Mind, difturb'd with Care, 
Rigidly anxious for a Siſter's Honour ; 
Still feign'd Excuſes ſhou'd protract my Stay, 
A willing Captive in Melania's Arms, 
And Viſier and Divan, amus'd, believe 
Belgrade conceals a molt 1 important Spy. 
Mel. The City ſtorm'd, ſhe fell the Gen'ral's Prize; 
He ſaw, and lov'd, and in his turn ſubdu'd, 
The vanquiſh'd Victor is Beleyda s Slave: 
But gen'rous Treatment reconciles the Foe; 
And Altamar i is bleſs'd in mutual Love, — 
— Fear not, — I know him, Bigot to his Honour, 
He dreads a Bliſs, unſanctify d by Law. — 

Mirz. Apoſtate Girl! O Prophet, ſhall ſhe wed, 
In mine, and thy deſpite, thy deadlieſt Foe ? 
A. Chriſtian, glorious in her Brother's Fall ! 


B 2 * 
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A Chriſtian, reeking in Believers' Blood! —— 

— Yet would your gen'rous Friendſhip interpoſe; 

Your Huſband's Pow'r (curſt Fortune! once my 

own!) 

He ! whoſe Command ſways all in Belgrade's Walls, 

Might blaſt his Hopes and wreſt her from Pollu- 
tion | 

Mel. He will — he ſhall — his Hate burns fierce 

as yours. 

His Age, impatient of a Stripling's Glory, 

Beholds his Virtues with maligning Eyes; 


And tho? a Breach *twixt Altamar and him 


May threaten Belgrade with inteſtine Feuds; 
— I ſhall not fail 
Mirz. My Thanks were poor in Words; 
The Acts of Love, by Love are beſt repaid ! —— 
— But haſte — Cantelmi muſt be ſtraight prepar'd ; 
Whoſe Morning vviſits to enquire my Health _ 
Muſt not ſurprize you here: Madam retire. -— 
[Exit Melania. 
Tſouf. May your moſt faithful Slave preſume ta 
know — 3 
Mirz. Dull! not to know at once, Beleyda, torn 
From the fond Arms of furious Allamar, 
Muſt be the Spring to work our great Machine: 
Love, and his Wrongs, ſtraight fire him to Re— 
venge: 


Mielania fans the Flame, till it blaze high ; 


Cantelmi, weak, and arrogant in Pow'r, 
Jealous of riſing Worth, detains my Siſter: 
Then, while Cabals in blinded Parties rage, 
And the Town, rent by Factions, lies expos'd; 
Melania then, impetuous in her Paſſion, 
Flatter'd in Hope to be for ever mine, 


(She the ſole Pow'r, her Huſband but the Shadow) 


Artful, procures the Freedom of my Soldiers: 
Our ſecret Friends, diſpers'd through ev'ry Quarter, 
Play off at once each Engine: Malecontents 


Feel 


"OM. 
114 
Po 

* 
8 
ED 
229 
55. 
293 
* 
% 
F 
# 
C1 
1 
18 
1 
* 
a 
* 
5 
1 
55 
a 
N 
3 
45 SM 
N 
92 
N 
1 


The PARRICI D E. 5 


Feel the keen Sword of Vengeance in their Hands; 
And bleeding Belgrade owns her former Lord! 


Iſouf. A Train, ſo laid, muſt meet aſſur'd Succeſs, 


And latent Ruin waits the ſpringing Mine! 
— The nobleſt Motives urge the great Attempt, 
Love, and Amanthe, Glory, and Revenge! 
Mi . Amanthe | ----- She indeed ! the haughty 
Maid! 
Conſcious of Charms, and inſolent of Beauty; 
High in the Fluſh of Youth, with blooming Pride, 


The Lure of Souls! ſhall better fill my Arms 3 


While loath'd Melania raves in fruitleſs Guilt 3 
Mean time fictitious Smiles conceal my Hate, 
And Love diſſembled molds her to my Purpoſe! 


[ Exeunt. 
S e EN E UI. 
An Apartment in the Citadel. 


Altamar, Monteſini, Beleyda. 


Altamar. My beauteous Proſelyte! Heav'n- devoted 
Maid! 


Beleyda. Thou much-loy'd Proxy of my better 


Genius! 
Chas'd thro its Mazes genuine Error flies! 
A ſhining Ray of intellectual Grace, 
A Spark of the Divinity within 
Breaks on th' enlighten'd Soul in dawning Truth! 
O twice my Conqueror, but more your own! 


Who greatly ſcorn'd a Victor's lawleſs Claim, 


Nor triumph'd in the Ruins of a Maid, 

A wretched, friendleſs Stranger, and a Foe 
Unlike the barb'rous Spoilers of our Sex; 
Who give a brutal Looſe to headlong Paſſions! 
Impetuous Whirlwinds, that tear Virtue up! 
And glory in the Groans of murder'd Honour, 


Mon, 
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Mon. Beauty, like thine on Chaſtity's cold Cheek, 5 
Innocence, awful in the Blaze of Charms, ; 
Should awe the purpos'd Eye of burning Luſt, — 
Till the hot Ruffian gaz d away his Guilt! I 
Bel. O Altamar ! thus impotent of Words, 2 
My Soul {wells high with Gratitude, and Praiſe: I 
This Sigh, this ſofteſt Meſſenger of Love, 
This riſing Bluſh, this Tell-tale of the Mind, 
Muſt ſpeak the tender Meanings of my Heart! 
Al. Such ſweet Confuſion overſpread thy Face, 
And varying Paſſions gave alternate Charms, 
When, in the Hurry of the plunder'd Town, 
1 took Thee, renking with a virtuous Rage—— 
Bel. There firſt I ſaw Thee, all in Blood and 
5 LM. 9 
As fiery Vollies vaulted o'er the Skies, F 


With lovely Horror, honeſtly deform'd: f 
| Kneeling I view'd Thee with beſeeching Eyes, 1 
While faught ring Guns, with ſhining Lances arm'd, 3 
In glitt'ring Groves were pointed at my Breaſt: f 
God: like you ruſh'd, as my ſuperior Fate, 
Thro' all the Forms of vary'd Death to fave me 
From the rude Graſp of a licentious Ruffian; — 
Like the red Bolt detach'd from angry Heaven; 3H 


Swift, and with equal Speed, from your rais'd Arm 4 
Your Sword deſcended on the Villain's Head; 2 
He fell; and groaning at my Feet expir d 4 


A. My Joys are yet imperfect; — Ves — thou 3 
Fair one 
Yet inſincere - ev'n tho' you ſmile upon me 
Till Monteſini, till my Friend, and Brother, 
Can make by his my Happineſs compleat, 'v 
And crown his Hopes in fair Amanthe's Arms! 
Mon. Or dark Betrayers have traduc'd my Ho- 
nour, 
Or ſure Cantelmi's Change muſt find a Reaſon 
To juſtify his Treatment of a Friend ; 
Late, whoſe Alliance he ſo warmly courted, —— 
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A A cold Reception ſcowls upon my Viſits 
Al. Can you not gueſs the Cauſe ?ﬀ— perhaps his 
Daughter. 
Mon. All T ruth, and Love, fixt as the central 
Sun 
Secure of her Eſteem, my Fears are leſs— 


III hence remove my Doubts — and urge my 
Claim. 


For he, whoſe Fame : bleeds in an ill Report, 
Careleſs to root the Cauſe, admits the Guilt. —- 
[Exit Mon, 


Bel. I fear my Brother bluſhing, let me ſpeak 


it —— 
Fixt to his Purpoſe —obſtinate in {| BOO 
Blindly tenacious of his Prophet's Law 
In Hate to Thee—in Vengeance to a Siſter, 
Profeſs'd a Chriſtian, in a Chriſtian's Arms, 
Employs his Pow'r and Influence o'er Canteimi, 
To break th? approaching Nuptials, and to wound | 
My Altamar in Monteſini's Wrongs. 

Al. With all the gentle Offices of Friendſhip, 
Almoſt beneath myſelf, I ſtoop'd to greet him, 
Reſerv'd with Pride, and haughty in Reſpect. 

Bel. Hither he brought me, with a dire Intent, 
That if he prov'd unfortunate in War, 

A Siſter's Beauty might preſerve his Life: 


1 was devoted to the curſt Seraglio, 


A Victim to the Sultan's barb'rous Pleaſures 
Al, Unmanly Thought! — for Breath to barter Vir- 
tue 
For Life to loſe the gen'rous Ends of Living ! 
But now beyond tae Reach of impious Pow'r, 
Joy ſmiling waits to crown thy happy Days, 


In ſocial Peace, and Purity of Truth! 


Bel. O my lov'd Lord! Will not an hapleſs Maid, 
Without th' exteriour Pomp of ſplendid Titles, 
Sully thy Glory by her fatal Paſſion? 

Will not pale Envy, with diſdainful Smiles, . 
Mock 
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He! whoſe dread Sword has thin'd the Chriſtian an- 


8 re 


Mock at thy Choice; ev'ry malignant She, 

Boaſtful of Honours, petulant of Wealth, 

Laviſh her Scorn, while mercenary Tongues 

Speak Thee inglorious in thy Captive's Chains? 
Al. Ill- grounded Notions! Bubbles of a Moment! 
Blown on the Froth of Ignorance, and Pride ! 


Such Slanders were unknown in early Nature, 


Ere lineal Claims of Sov'raignty began; 

When Merit gave the juſt Preheminence, 

And worthy Deeds diſtinguiſh'd Man from Man. — 
But Expectation pants to coming Joy. 
O be this Day propitious to our Loves; 


At once this Day be regiſter'd in Heav'n, 


Thy bright Converſion, and our ſacred Union! 
— The ſtrongeſt Charms the bliſsful State attend; 
A Virtuous Lover, and a faithful Friend !— ¶ Exeuni. 


SCENE III. : 
Cantelmi's Houſe. [ 


Cantelmi, Mirz-abdi; Iſſouf attending. 1 
Can. Is this the Man, in tented Fields renown'd? 3 


mersr.- 

Why wears his Brow the Gloom of ſettled Grief ? 
— Belgrade ſtill owns thy Power, while I command ; 
Thy late Requeſt well ſpeaks an honeſt Fear ;— 
With juſt Concern Melana told me all. 

Mirz. When Beauty is the Charge of boiling 

Youth, . 

Ungovern'd Paſſions riſe with all their Fires, 
And Honour trembles at each Interview 
Far be the Danger Fancy would ſuggeſt 
Yet here Beleyda's Innocence is ſafe, 
Lodg'd in your Care; nor dares Altamar 
Diſpute your Orders to remove your Pris'ner. 


Can, 


I * * + > 2 

42 nn, 4 2 8 8 
. e r 
F 


The PAR RI CID E. 9 


Can. Elate with Praiſe, the Meteor blazes high! 
He grows too faſt ! his ſpreading Glories riſe, a 


To circle me within their ample Shade! 


Mirz. Should he refuſe to render up my Siſter ; 
His raſh Contempt of violated Pow'r, 
The Majeſty you repreſent, deſtroys him ! 
Can, No more!—in Perſon I'll demand her from 
him ! 
—And here I ſwear by yon' avenging Heav'n, 
My Daughter, whom I once, in fooliſh DINNER, 
Devoted to the Arms of Montefi ini, 
Never ſhall wed the Brother of a Rival; 
Tow'ring in War, and popular in Peace 


Enter to them Montefini and Amanthe. 


Mon. In Confidence to meet the mighty Bleſſing, 
Humbly I bend, ſecure of no Repulſe, 


[ Kneeling with Amagthe. 
While Honour is the Hoſtage of my Hopes, 


That bright Amanthe—— Ha whence, my Lord, 


that Frown? 
Why is your Viſage ſudden mark'd with Rage? 
— Come - 'tis not well! — Detraction wrongs me 
to you! 
The Mole of Envy works beneath our Friendſhip ! — 
Can. Tho! cold Delay protracts the promis 'd 
Nuptials 
It is enough; — My Reaſons are my own ! — 
Yet bid your Gen? ral, Pageant of the Crowd; 


Bid him reſtrain his o der- Iicentious Tongue, 


Too loud to cenſure my Proceedings here! 

Tis ſaid he ſign'd an inſolent Petition, 

He, and ſome factious Officers have lign⸗ d it, 
His Name the foremoſt in the black'ning Scroll; 
With high Complaints of my Abuſe of Power! — 

— The Court, no doubt, already has receiv'd it — 


And on my Ruins his Ambition climbs! — 


C n 
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But know, young Man 
Mon. Patience]! Amanthe's Father [ Nde. 

To circumvent is not a Soldier's Province 

— The glaring Sun is Witneſs of his Actions; 

And whom he hates, he firſt declares a Foe ! 
Can. If he's the Man, your high-tun'd Praiſes 
ſpeak him, 

Straight let him ſend Beleyda to her Brother, 

And bid foul whiſp' ring Calumny be dumb 

Nor urge a Pow'r that ſhall command her thence 

— Till then all Overtures of Love are vain l- 
Aman. [knecling.] O good, my Lord! tet filial 

Siuff'rings plead ! 

Shut not the Ears of Pity to my Cries 

And Virtue judge, if ought I ſtrain thy Laws! 

— Be ſure the Gen'ral will retain his Wife; 

(For ſuch I hear is fair Beleyda now !) 

So your Child's Fate hangs on another's Conduct. 

If I have lov'd, by your Commands I lov'd ; 

If ſtill J love, then thoſe Commands acquit me; 

Reaſon confirm'd what Duty firſt approv*d ; 

Till fixt, mature in Choice, I gave my Heart, 

Which, while Life flows, ſhall beat for Montefint ! — 
Can. What! own'ſt Thou Paſſions, unapprov'd by 

me ? 

— A Father's Pow'r ſhall bound thy ev'ry Action, 

As his ſole Will ſhould circumſcribe thy * 
Mon. My Lord! 
Aman. O my Father! 


Can. Away! No more! —— 


Mirz. Howeer your Words may varniſh o'er his 


Actions; 

Tis certain Altamar has play'd me foul, 

And takes Advantage of Beleyda's Weakneſs. 

The barb'rous Tartars, and rapacious Cofſacks, 

Diſtinguiſh with Reſpect their noble Captives; 

But cruel Violation is his Sport ! 

He gilds, beneath the ſpecious Name of Marriage, 
A Rape ; 0 


Av 
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A Rape; and pleads Conſent, which Force extorted! 
Perhaps ev'n now, deaf to her Virgin-Cries, 

He graſps her, panting, trembling, to his Breaſt, 
Now twines his Hands within her flowing Hair; 
Now drags the Maid to his polluted Bed! 

Mon. Delib'rate Traytor ! exercis'd in Fraud! 
Tho? ſunk beneath my Sword, yet on thy Life, 
Hurt not the Honour of my glorious Brother, 

Nor ſeek by Flatt'ry, that Bawd of Pow'r, 
To work thy ſhameful Purpoſe 

Mirz. Inſults Iike theſe 
Were better ſhown in Fight 

Mon. The Fight! proud Turk! 
Ev'n there I've ſeen you *midfſt your ſhrinking Troops 
Retire, unequal to his dreadful Charge 
While through compacted Squadrons he advanc'd, 
Profuſe of Life, and prodigal of Soul !-— 
Can. Your vain Contention ceaſe !—— who waits 
my Daughter ? 
Attend her to her Chamber— force her hence. 

„ [ Women enter. 
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4 Mon. Can I bear This ? — | 

| Can. Hence, leſt my Curſes find thee 

Aman, Thus let me kneel! — ftill—- tho? you 
ſpurn me from you. 

| 4 Mon. Obdurate Man !—- can you ſee This, nor 


mel 
Aman, In vain!—- I muſt ſubmit— and you be 
patient ! 


* Mon. Dull Speculation of a Drone at Eaſe! 

s Refin'd o'er Books, We talk it well in Cloſets, 
Study'd in Terms, the Jargon of a College 
Aman. My Perſon's in his Power; my Love is 

your's | 
Can. Away 
Aman, O Farewel 


[Exit Amanthe with Women. 
Mon, Monſtrous, brutal Violence ! 


C 2 — Yet 
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— Yet hold my Rage! — tis your's to triumph now !—. 
But know----- Injuſtice holds not long her Seat : 
The Arms of Virtue and of Innocence 
Prevail at laſt, and triumph in their Turn. 
: [Exit Monteſini at the oppoſite Door. 
Can. Beleyda next ſecur'd compleats my Juſtice } 
[Exit Cantelmi. 
Mirz. The Storm drives on !—— Our Foes em- 
bark to Run! 
While from the Shore I gather up the Wreck ! — 
— Tſſouf, the glorious deſtin'd Hour draws nigh, 
Charg'd with thy Maſter's Fate, — Be watchful, 
Prophet, 5 
Propitious to thy Vob'ries. Let thy Foes 
Feel tenfold Vengeance in thy Day of Wrath. 
In Terror through the World thy Pow'r be ſhown ! 
Aſſert our Empire, and confirm your own ! 


[ Exeunt. 
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Ac T H. SCENE I. 


The Citadel. 


Altamar, Monteſini. 


Al. P IE L D up Beleyda ] infolent and vain! 


Were Empire his, how would the 

SY Tyrant lord it, 

Who dares thus much in delegated 

Pow'r? „ 

Giddy with State, when a low Mind bears Sway, 

Pride and Oppreſſion fill the Voids of Reaſon! 
Mon. Tis but a Dream of airy Government 


He fits precarious, tott' ring to his Fall, 


And Wiſdom ſhould be ſilent in her Wrongs, 
Till Juſtice hold the Ballance Moderation 
Shall ſhame injurious Rage; and baffled Malice 
Writh like a wounded Snake, and gnaw itſelf! 
Al. Muſt mine be ſacrific'd to Belgrade's Peace? 
What! ſhall this plighted Hand renounce my Vows ? 
Shall theſe fond Arms repel the trembling Maid ? 
Who, like a tender tempeſt-beaten Dove, 
Flies to my Breaſt for Shelter ? Is it in Man 
To bear the Groans of Beauty in Diſtreſs ; 
The melting Languiſh of reproaching Eyes ? 
Mon. A juſt Reſentment, virtuouſly ſuppreſs'd, 


Retorts the offer'd Inſult on th* Aggreſlor ! 


But ſhould Commotions riſe from private Wrongs, 
Rebellion ne'er could want a loyal Pretext ! 
| ; Beleyda's 
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Beleyda's your's, Amanthe mine by Contract, 


And from th* Appeal to our great Emperor 

Expect an ample Juſtice to our Loves! 
Al. A Meſſenger in haſte but now inform'd me, 

He has outrode a Courier from Vienna, 

Who brings Diſpatches of Importance to me !— 

My Brother learn the Moment he arrives !— 


[Exit Mon. 


Enter Beleyda at the oppoſite Door. 


Bel. Pardon my Love, that breaks on your Re- 
tlrement; | 
A Weight of Care ſits heavy at your Heart! 
Al. O let me bear alone the whole of III! 
And only ſhare my Hours of Joy with thee ! 
Bel. By Mis'ry's Precept, Patience, I have learnt 


Serenely to endure th* Extremes of Sorrow! 


And with my Altamar am now prepar'd 
To welcome all Viciſſitudes of Fortune! 
Al. Roſe not this Sun to ſmile upon our Nuptials! 
—— O Beleydal!. 
Bel. Alas! what means my Lord ! 
Al. —- I am---- nay--- ſtart not- a determin'd 
Coward! 


Dare not protect thee from the Stroke of Rage 


From barb'rous Force, rob'd in Authority ; 
Fain would I cloud my Words in myſtic Senſe, 
And veil the Tempeſt, gath'ring o'er our Heads ; 


O ſhall 1 ſpeak ? Cantelmi tears thee fromme; 
Urg'd by Mirz-abdi's Wiles he ſtraight demands 


thee ; 


Within this Hour a Guard coadutts ther do him: 


There to remain the Pris'ner of his Houſe, 
Till an Expreſs diſcloſe my Wrongs at Court 
Bel. O Altamar ! there to remain till Death. 
| { Sinks down. 
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Al, The ſhrinking Flow'r bows to the Voice of 
Thunder | | 
Where ſudden flies thy boaſted Conſtancy 
Awake to Lafe---- to Love— to Altamar 
Bel. To Racks, co Ruin, Horror, and Mirz-abdi--- 
Love plies his down) Wings, and ſoars far from us :— 
See my ſtern Brother---- with ſeverer Mien, 
The Rage of Furies kindling in his Eyes 
He drags me hence, with Scorn, and foul Upbraid- 
; ings ! 
A Troop of haggard Mutes, with ghaſtly Looks, 
> Hurry me on, and point to the Seraglio! 
Reproach goes forth to meet me Bolts and Bars 
Still meet my Sight, and ever-croaking Sounds 
Hollow aloud to my tormented Ear 
Deſpair, and Altamar / live-long Hours I fit, 
Like Mis'ry, pining in her lonely Vale; 
Attending Eunuchs watch my ev'ry Motion; 
While Dwarfs and Negroes, Imps, and Demons 
preſs, ns 
: Where-cer I move, to perſecute and haunt me: 
> Wretches, that once were Women, envious, old, 
2 Malignantly officious wait around me; 

Inhumanly preventing Death, they dreſs me, 

In guilty Pomp and regal Wretchedneſs ; 
And thus adorn d, trembling and pale with Horror, 
They lead me forth----- O do live to ſpeak it 

* To the proud Tyrant, to th' Imperial Spoiler, 
To the Monopoliſt of venal Beauty 
To waiting Baths---- To Infamy---- Perdition — 

Al, Firſt periſh All! By Heav'n it ſhall net be. 

Come to my Heart, immur'd within theſe Arms ! 
Death be our only Separation now ! 
No Int'reſt binds me, like the Ties of Love, 
And Force by Force repell'd, is Nature's Doctrine; 
But Pow'r abus'd, is Treaſon— tho” in Kings. 
Come, come, Cantelmi, with thy murd'rous Guard--- 
I fight, with Heav'n, and Beauty, in my Cauſe, 
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And unſeen Hoſts ſhall range them on my Side 

Like the fam'd Roman, like another Cocles, 

Tho? Fate charg'd on me from a thouſand Hands, 

Fd brave the Shock, and ſtand the Mark of War! 
Bel. Returning Reaſon reaſſumes her Throne, 

And I muſt go---or Ruin waits your Name! 

The wily Snare is lay'd to catch your Life! 

Shou'd you reſiſt your Enemy wou'd triumph, 

And from your Wrecks new- build his ſinking Hopes; 

Your Prince muſt frown, the World tax loud your 

Raſhneſs, 
And ſtile you but a more illuſtrious Traytor! 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Sir ! the Lord Governour ! 
Bel. Be firm, my Soul! 


Enter Cantelmi. 


Al. Your Looks explain the Purport of your Viſit, 
And I can read what Favours you intend me ——— 

Can, Tis well---- why then---- th' Expence of 

Words is ſav'd 
Dalliance of Speech, and formal Preparation! 

Al. Take heed-—-if Violence extend thus far---- 
Your Conduct bears Proportion to your Pow'r : 
Howe'er the Captive Baſhaw's Arts delude you 
Beleyda is a voluntary Exile, 5 
No more a Pris'ner, but a Chriſtian Wife! 

Can. Icame not here to make thoſe nice Diſtinc- 

tions, 
Or to aſſign the Bounds of Right and Wrong! 


Al, Can Pow' deſcend to be the Villain's Engine; 


To ſerve an hoſtile Turk's Ambitious Purpoſe! 

Or ſeek by meaneſt Arts to hurt the Man, 

Whoſe growing Honours are his only Crime? 

My Actions only then muſt ſeem diſcolour'd, _ 
en 
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When yellow'd o'er by Envy's jaundic'd Eye ! 

My Brother too! ſcorn'd Monteſini's Wrongs 

Glare to the World, and multiply Diſgrace ! 

Think, bear this, I muſt be more, or leſs 

Than Man! --- think, at their Gen'rals Signal, 

At once in furious Bands my faithful Soldiers, 

Unaw'd by thee, wou'd ruſh to ſpeedy Vengeance 

While the two ſtrongeſt Advocates ſtand forth, 

Love and my Wrongs, to juſtify the Tumult. 

Can. Such wordy Boaſts well ſpeak the courtly 

Hero, | 

And found moſt pleaſing in a Miſtreſs' Ear! — 

--- Now act your Threats - my Guard --- your Pris'- 
ner there --- [ Soldiers enter. 


AI, Hold, ſacrilegious Slaves! Death waits the 


firſt ! --- Dratos. 
Bel. Stay your raſh Hand, nor deviate from your 
ſelf ; 


Leſt that proud Man, inflexible to Good, 

Turn Indiſcretion to his own Advantage; 

While Reaſon nods in an unguarded Moment --- 

Your great Forbearance --- noble Reſignation --- 

Not arrogating Vengeance to it ſelf, 

Calls down a ſwifter Puniſhment from Heav'n! 
Al. Heroic Maid! Praiſe in Aſtoniſhment 

Dies on my Tongue! — Yet, yet I ſhall relapſe ! = 
Can, Thus long i've gaz'd! — Perdition on her 


Eyes! 


Love! — itcan't be! — that Mockery of Age! 


Which fools the Senſes, and degrades the Man. 
[ Aſide. 


— Daſtards!— not yet obey' dl [To the Soldiers, 


Al. Internal War! : 
Conflicting Paſſions tear mel — off, ye vile ones 
Profane her not by one unhallow'd Touch, 

Or Madneſs will have Way! -—— 

Bel. Soldiers! I'Il wait you ! —— 
O Altamar ! Is this your paſſive Faith? 

| D | 
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Buy not my Safety with the meaneſt Life ! 
Murder ! Why? tis a Treaſon againſt Nature 
And if 'tis penal to deface the Stamp, 
The Effigies of Princes on their Coin; 
Think what's his Crime, whoſe impious Hand de- 
ſtroys 
The Image of Divinity in Man! 
Al. Tis the Divinity that N in thee, 
Coercive to Perſuaſion! — ſomewhat warns me! — 
Conduct your Aim by Judgment's equal Line! | Aſide. 
Then be it ſo — Now publiſh my Diſgrace! 
Go; tell the World --- that Allamar reſign'd, 
Poorly gave up all that his Soul is fond of —— 
Vet none will doubt my Courage, when OY find 
Tis poffible I can forego Beleyda ! 
Can. Conduct her forth. — — 
Bel. All but my Heart —— That ſtays --- 
Al. Manhood, ſupport me! --- Governor, ſit firm --- 
This Outrage ſhakes your Pow'r, --- your 'Triumph's 
ſhort --- 
A tranſient Heat preceding vernal Show? rs! 
Bel. My Lord! 
Al. O thou wrong'd Innocence, farewel ! 
Bel. Sure we ſhall meet 
Al. Yes, by this chaſte Embrace, 
Death ends th' Attempt - or quickly I'll regain thee. 
[ Exeunt Cantelmi and Beleyda with Soldiers. 
Down, buſy Thought, and let Revenge mature; 
Then rip the Sore ! --- Why will Hope flatter me? 
Already it decerv'd me ! --- Even then, 
In the full Tide of ruſhing Joy --- when all the Soul 
Seenvd panting to Perfection of Delight 
Each Hour ſtill ſhews the Coz'nage of the laſt ; 
And Man believes — only to be deceiv'd --- 
Fallacious State ! what then can Hope perform, 
But lay a childiſh Tax on the dark Future, 
And promiſe diſtant Bleſſings in Reverſion ! Any 
f [ Exeunt, 7 
SCENE II. 
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Y SCENE II. 
= A Garden belonging to Cantelmi's Houſe. 


Mirz-abdi, Iſſouf. 
Mirz. The Verdure of the Walks through ſhadowy 


Trees, 

The Perfumes, breathing in the Souls of Flow'rs, 
3 Delight the Senſe, and entertain the Thought: 
f ove takes the ſoft Occaſion to convey 

Its pleaſing Images, and fool the Heart, 
WIe Beauty ſmiles Enchantment to the Fancy ! 
. Lo! where ſhe ſits— the penſive Fair, reclin'd 
1 Beneath yon” Bow'r, o er- arch'd with circling Greens ! 
Mirz. Now ſhe advances, and enjoys the Grove 
Love, charm my Tongue to all thy ſoft Perſuaſion * 


Enter Amanthe. 


Gece ist at Sight of thee, thou lovely Maid, 
view freſh Sweets adorn this blooming Place, 
As at thy Tread, a new Creation role ; 

While darting Glory gladdens all around, 


e. Me Soul bounds free, and ſullen Bondage {ſmiles 1 N 

5. x n. "Tis Man's Preſumption on our feebler Sex, 

d toy in Flattery, the Bait of weak ones. --- 

? Lord, Pm ill diſpos'd to meet ſuch Sounds, 
hear the ſoothing Blandiſhment of Words; 

zul Ie Guilt of Pride, whence Folly takes her F light, 


y Id ſoars to be more eminently ſeen ! 
Mirz. Change but the Man, nor wou'd ſuch Sounds 
diſpleaſe ! 


f Hm. The Man, you mean, diſdains ſuch ſervile 
; Arts, 


| ak | honeſt Truth contemns the Gloſs of Phraſe. 
f 13, If my luxuriant Tongue has err d in Rapture; 
J Prais'd 
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Prais'd Beauty's taught t excule a pleaſing Crime, 
And I cou'd wanton. O imperious Maid! 
Who hopes to love, and yet retain his Senſe, — 
Only prepares to run diſcreetly mad. ; 
Am. Love, and to me! 
IJ. Take heed, my Lord, --- Milawia — 
Aſide, to bim. 
Mir. Madam, I nam'd not you; z * yet boundleſs ' 
Thought 
Will fluQtuate Fee through all the Mind's 3 
And take in Myriads of forbidden Objects! 
Am, Thy ev'ry Thought broods Ruin---Was it tor 
thee, 
Thus nobly treated, as thou art, to wound 
My Father's Honour and his Daughter s Peace; 
To break the Concord of agreeing Souls: 
Elſe, wherefore ſhould Cantelmi ſpurn with Scorn, 
The fair Alliance of a noble Houle ; 
Still more illuſtrious in a glorious Son, 
My plighted Lord, the Pride of Auſtria? $ Youth ! 
Mirz. Counfounded as I am, upbraided thus 
At once with Guilt and Favours, let me ſpeak ; 
And conſcious Worth declare in virtuous Pride, 
I may deſerve as much in your Eſteem, 
As he, the happy, tow'ring Monteſini ! 
Am. What thou, thou Mate in Worth with Mar. E 
teſim ! - Z 
Hence Indignation kindles at the Thought !— 
Mirz. You rate him for a lazy long Deſcent, 
The tenth in lineal Dulneſs from a Prince ! 
Hereditary Honours! --- pompous Nothing! — 
Shall Men be priz'd for Virtues not their wn? 
Why --- let him pore his Eyes on antique Record 
And trace his Glories through the Ruſt of Time; 
All Relicts of his ſtory*d Anceſtors, 
Are treaſur'd for Reproach --- the Monuments 
Of Shame to ſuch a Son! ---a Woman's Slave! 
Am, How Danger lurks in thy Serenity! 4 
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No ſpreading Bluſh betrays thy dark Deſigns, 


Nor palid Fear repels thy ebbing Blood! 
But hence-----my Soul diſdains the Conference! 
[Exit Amanthe. 
Mirz. Thus ſtubborn Pride ſtil] dwells with way- 
ward Beauty---- [ Aſide. 
---- Gone !----yet ſoon the high- flown Falcon ſtoops.---- 
While not Poſſeſſion in the Glut of Joy 
Shall pleaſe me more than great Revenge on Pride---- 


To ſee her humbled in her rifled Charms, 


While Bluſhes, Rage, and Tears inhance the Tranſ- 


port. 
IV But now I ſaw Melania croſs the Walk ; 
She ſees you here. . 


Mirz. Retire, and learn if yet 
Cantelmi 1s return'd, and what Succeſs ? 


[ Exit Iſſouf. 


Enter Melania, 


Mel. Still wrapp'd in Thought! hence with thy 


cold Reſpect.— 
Curſe on thy proud Humility ay, Turk, 
Cou'd not my Daughter warm that ſtagnant Blood; 
Nor ſooth the Humours of thy moody Brain? 
Mirz. Check not the eager Boundings of my 
Heart, 
That ſprings to your Embrace Such Jealouſy 
Taints with mean Superſtition Love's true Worſhip ; 
Where Fear ſtill gives a Subſtance to a Shadow! 

Mel. Cool Treachery ! Deceitful Baſhaw, ſay, 
(With Aſpect ſmooth in Guilt, as ſtraighted Seas, 
When all beneath a rapid Current flows) 

How haſt thou ſworn, when, proſtrate at my Feet, 
Thy fearful Paſſion trembling on thy Lips? 


— Tis paſt—my Folly then—and now my Shame 


Furies am I the Blind you ſtalk beneath, 


When ev'ry Aim is level d at Amanthe © 


----Witnels 
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— Witneſs your Arts I- unthinking that I was, 

For you to break off Monteſini's Marriage; 

To preſs the lawleſs Seizure of Beleyda; 

While old Cantelmi has awak'd a Foe 

Too ſtrong to grapple with—and You—worſe Nero! 

Smile o'er the Ruins of the flaming Town! 
Mirz. Twas nobly thought! — I own the glorious 
Charge! 

Contriv'd for brave Revenge for Love for thee 

Wou'd you be happy in Mirz- abdi's Arms; 

Away with all fantaſtick groundleſs Fears 

And one bold Plunge makes you for ever mine! 
Mel. Tis true, the daring Soul commands her Fate! 

For ever thine !---- O name the precious Miſchief! 

And yet it dawns in Horror to my Mind! 


Enter Iſſouf. 
1}. My Lord, the Gen'ral has reſign'd Beleyda— 


I met her as ſhe came, all drown'd in Tears! 
Mirz. Curſt be his prudent Tameneſs !----Luke- 
warm Love! 
Mel. 3 not your Wiſh to have her ſtraight re- 
or'd? 
Mirz. Not till the Storm rag'd loud; —- till Belerade, 
torn 
By Faction, felt the Feuds of jarring Great ones; 
Till the Sword grew the Umpire of the Quarrel, 
And either weaken'd, both became my Prey. 
Miſtaken Plot !..-- Is that your hot-brain'd Hero? 
----If A'tamar revenge his Wrongs no better, 
Our Scheme is broke; for ſlow-pac'd Miſchief 
halte | | | 
IJ. Such Injury n&er ſleeps with him -— ſurpris'd, 
And unprepar'd, reluctant he reſign'd her, 
With fierce-vow'd Threats, and imprecated Ven- 
geance. 


Hel. Ot, me to know the whole of your Deſign; 


Nor tear the violent Colliſion follows; And, 
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Why then, the black'ning Calumny ſhall ſpread; 


—Ceaſe thy 8 n inmate Fiend---- 
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And, the Spark once ſtruck out, the Blaze ſpreads 


round, 
Mirz. Thus 
form'd 
Of black Conſpiracies to ſeize the Town: 
That Altamar and Monteſini plot 
To joyn young Tekeli, the ſactious Count; 
And wait th* Arrival of Hun 33 Rebels, 
To perpetrate their purpos'd fell Revenge: 
That each, mean time, labour with ſecret Arts 
To lure the Garriſon to their Defection— 
Suſpicion wants no Proof — his jealous Nature 
Will work him to Belief of what he fears. 
Mel. What thence wou'd you infer ? 
Mirz. O tis great! 


let Cantelmi know you're well in- 


The Soldiers hear of their Commander's Guilt, 
And flacken in Affection to their Gen'ral lo 
-The better to ſecure the Town----to Night 
The Governour ſhall lodge them in the Citadel ; 
And Guards ſelected, ſuch as I point out, 

Attend the Gates, and watch each Avenue. 
While you (Love flatters my Preſumption) 

Give ſecret Freedom to my Captive Troops 
Anon you'll know the Means ] lead em forth, 
And, while corrupted Centinels give Entrance, 
Encloſe the unarm'd Crowd within the Toll, 

And gain the Town with undiſputed Conqueſt. 

Mel. Exquiſite Daring !|!——the Spirit owns no Sex, 
And when Iknow to fear tis Fear for thee 
The Loſs of Love! 

Mirz. Crown my full Hopes, Succeſs! 

----For, by the Rapture of thy Arms, I wiſh 
To wing the bold Attempt for F reedom lefs, -.. 
Leſs tor my Fame, than to enſure this Conquelt ! 
Mel. Then Lam happy * or now well deceiv'd | 
[ Embracing, 


I will 
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I will not doubt to doubt foreſtalls ill Fortune, 
And cheats us of the preſent Good----thus I graſp it 
Mirz. Thus ſhall we live-----not thus----but un- 
confin'd, [ Embracing. 
Nor dread the haſty Pleaſure, ſnatch'd by ſtealth! 
Suſpect me not-----You injure your own Charms, 
Diſcretion keeps the Field that Beauty won 
And, when delib'rate Judgment guides the Choice, 
True Love is the Prerogative of Reaſon, 
And the great Attribute denotes the Man! 
Mel. Thus then we embark !——— Hope ſpreads the 


Sails 
Great Enterprize ! To-night {—— dreadful To-night!— 
But then To- morrow !----Wou'd * twere come !. idle 
Fear! 


Pow'r, Glory, Love, all ſparkle to my View 
But----Ha !----can theſe ſkreen off the Blaſts of Cenſure; 
Kill Conſcience, oh | and ſtab a Huſband's Image. 
When full Diſgrace ſwells the loud Trump of Fame! 
-O! how irreſolute is Guilt: ſupport me 
Some Qualms O'ertake me for a Huſband' s Wrongs--- 
But hence !----I ſhall not coo]----yet think for thee 
I break through all the gentle Ties of Nature! 
I wou'd do more for thee eraſe Mankind, 
Swift as Deſtruction from an Autumn Plague ! 

Mirz. In yon' fair Bow'r, the verdant Scene of 

Bliſs, 

Further we may concert, ſecurely private! 

Almighty Love I own thy pow'rful Sway, 
Here, and hereafter, thy true Vot'ry ſtill! 
Let the dull Chriſtian hope a Heaven refin'd, 
Seraphic Joys in an unbody'd Mind! 
-.--Be ſenſual Bleſſings all my Portion there, 
Immortal Tranſports, oi a blooming 16 


End of the Second Act. 


Kr 


2A 
9 
þ 5 
7 OR 
4 + > 
2 7 % 
4 1 
7 . 0 
8 
F 2 
3 i 
= * 
. * 
Ke: | 
* 
* 
1 
2 
BY) 
* 
5 
« ws 
8 
4 . 
1 


19 
BY 
x: 
La 


The PARRICIDE 25 


CF 


Cantelmi's Houſe. 


Beleyda, Amanthe. 
2 — O ſtop your Tears I ſhou'd for- 
ae 


bear my own, 

Alike diſtreſs'd the Siſters of At- 
Aion ! = 
Bel. Friendſhip is moſt ſincere- 

when grounded thus ; 


Thus on the ſoft Affinity of Sorrow 


Aman, How have I heard your Praiſes tire Deſcrip- 
tion ? 
I ſee you, and Deſcription wrong'd your Praile ; 
Tho! charming from the Lips of Monteſini. 
Bel. Thy Monteſini ! worthy his great Brother !---- 


Aman. Illuſtrious Pair! Virtue and tend'reſt Love 


Bleed in their Wrongs Think, not gentle Maid, 
Tho” from Cantelmi ſprung, I ſhare his Crime. 
—— — But draw the Veil-----and ſhade a Father's Er- 
rors ! | 
Bel. Not quite forlorn! ſtill Mis'ry counts one 
Friend ! eg 
You have but a Father ;----I a Brother :---- 
Many Cantelmi's are in one Miræ- abdi 
Aman. Obliquely have I heard his black Deſigns; 
The lovely Prize, reſerv'd for Solyman ! 
How thro” the tedious Marches of the War, 
5 e 1 From 
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From Camp to Camp, from Town to Town he 
brought you — 
Hurry'd along, only, 'midſt ſavage Guards 
To ſhift a moving Priſon-houſe of Woe! 
Bel. Years rolPd on Years with ſtill revolving 1s, 
And ſwell d th' accumulated Rounds of Woe! — 
How muit I mourn my vile Obſcurity 
Rude in the poliſh'd Arts of Chriſtian Courts ; 
Taught to believe Ablurdity was Reaſon, 
And Ignorance my ſole Prerogative | 
— I never knew a Parent's tender Care: 
Fate tore them from me in a barb'rous Land; 
Fer helpleſs Infancy could liſp their Names. 
Aman. *T's ture moſt ſtrange the Story of your 
Suft 'rings ! — 
Bel. Indeed *tis fad L read your kind Concern !-- 
Take then the Sum of poor Belzyda's Fortunes, —— 


7 


The Secret of my Birth I only know 


From Haſſau- Beg — Commander of the Spabrs ; 
And here a Pris'ner with his Fellow-Captives! 
— Thus he — when the Venetian War broke out; 
My Father, in the Court of Ferdinand, 

Obtain'd th. Imperial Leave to ſerve on Board 

The Fleet, deſign'd for the Relief of Candia : 

My Mother, with her Son, ſcarce three Years old, 
In Tenderneſs accompanied her Lord 

For ſome few Leagues, and purpos'd to return 

Juſt when a fatal Storm diſpers d the Squadron; 
Their Ship, thus parted from the reſt, was chas'd, 
Maintain d a feeble Fight againſt a Pirate | 

But forc'd to yicld, became the Corſair's Prize! 
Straight on the Turkiſh Coaſt, expos d to Sale, 
They fell this Hafſar's Purcha ſe ; then deputed 
With ſome ſelected Horſe, to ouard the Coaſts : — 
My Father, — by what Miracle I know not, —— 
Timely eſcap'd, and ne'er was heard of more; 

My lab'ring Mother, pregnant of a Wretch, 

There ſoon, at once, gave me to Light and Bondage ; 


While 
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While ſhe, with Anguiſh, periſh'd in her Throes. 

Aman. Pathetic Tale! Go on, and charm Atten— 
tion. 

Bel. Our Maſter, mk beyond his Nation learn'd, 

Rigid in moral Virtues, train'd our Youth 

With all the Fondneſs of paternal Care; 

And thought the Orphans fent by Providence 

To bleſs his Age, that mourn'd a fteril Bed: 

Like early Plants from adventitious Heat; 

My Brother's Genius ſhot beyond his Years ; 


With rich Endowments Heav'n adorn'd his Mind; 


Hell gave the 1 | — His Fame ſpread wide 


And reach'd the Viſier, far renown'd Cuperli, 


Who rais'd his Fortunes to an envy'd Greatneſs, 
And mine to wretched Splendor. 
Aman, Know you not 
The Name and Quality your Parents bore ? 
Bel. The Ship, that fold them, having quickly ſail'd, 
And we remov'd far from Epirus Coalt 
My Mother, obſtinate to Death, diſclosd 


No more than what P ve told.---Dying, ſhe bleſs'd us, 


And ſaid, her Lord wou'd ſpeedily return 
With Ranſom for her Children. Vain Belief! 
This only ſacred Relict ſhe bequeath'd me, 
[ Shewing a Picture. 
Dear Image of herſelf! — With Tears ſhe wid. 
Rapine wou'd ſpare her Infant-Slave that Toy 
— Old Haſſun's Juſtice has preſerv'd it for me! 
And here I pay my filial Reverence, 
And here I hold all I cer knew of Parent! — 
Aman. All may be well! — Come, you muſt 
meet Mirz-abdt z 
Patient in Injury! Serene in Grief! 
My Friendſhip, and all hoſpitable Laws, 
Forbid an Inſult in my Father's Houſe! —- 
— Mean time reſt here — for Prelcienze is not 
Hur, —— 
And Reaſon by Conjecture caſts Events a 
K 2 Bel 
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Bel. O Altamar ! 
ther — 
In full Aſſurance, that for ever fixt, 
Heav'n this great Law inviolably keeps; 
— Juſtice may ſlumber, but it never ſleeps 
[ Exeunt, 


hold! — I'll wait my Bro- 


Enter Mirz-abdi and Iſſouf. 
Mirz. Curſt Intelligence! — A Courier, ſay 


ou? 
If. Diſpatch'd by Leopold himſelf has brought it; 
Th' inen Mandate to diſplace Cantelmi, 
And fix in Allamar the ſole Command: 
Loud ' midſt a Circle of aſſembled Soldiers, 
Full in the great Parade, proud Monteſini 
Read the Commiſſion, and proclaim'd his Brother; 
While thund'ring Shouts ſent up his Name to Heav'n! 
Mirz. Hark ! their triumphant Cannon break the 
Sk | 
— Tis now ne 's Aid is of Importance 
Exit Iſſouf. 
Dungeons, Deſpair, and Death! IIluſive Fortune! 
The Pow'r, now lodg'd in watchful Altamar, 
Cuts off all Proſpect of Succeſs by Fraud, 
And Force 1s vain ! — See] my inſulting Foe 
Leads forth Beleyda, fluſh'd with bridal Joy i 
Amanthe too | — Curſt Monteſini weds her 
— Abortion to my Hopes! — Where's Cantelmi? 


Enter Cantelmi. 


Can. Behold his Shadow ! — See the lordly Pine, 
Which brav'd the Ax, and mock'd the Tempeſt's 
Rage, 
Moulders away, devour'd by Worms within! 
Mirz. Shall Treach'ry mile, exalted in your Fall, 
Toſs its proud Head aloft, and, in Diſdain, 
Point 
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Point at the Wretch, a Fav'rite diſgrac'd? _. 
By Heav'n ! it irks a gen'rous Foe to ſee 
Bold Virtue in the Ambuſcade of Villains! 

Can. Ingratitude! — thou thick rank Weed of 

Courts ! 

Have I for this labour'd through twelve Campaigns, 
When Armies pour'd, like Inundations, on us, 
To ſtem the Torrent in the Ruſh of Battle, 


And pitch the reeling Pillars of the State! 


Mirz. It works! — and now the Scene draws 
back to ſhew 


My Good, or Ill in View! — Melania comes — 


| A/ide. 


Enter Melania, 


Can. More Witneſs of Diſgrace ! _ I charge 


you — grieve not — 
To me Condolement aggravates Misfortune 1 — 


Mel. Fear not to ſee ought of the Woman here, 


But what Revenge diſcovers!— 
Mirz. Urge it home! 


Can, Revenge, ſay how? --- To make it ſure, were 


reat 3 
But to Ne. and fail! -- O blaſting Thought! ! 
I wou'd not with the Viper's venom dq Tooth 
Work on th' impaſſive Stee] — 
Mel. Nor ſhall you need — 
Reflect on what J told you! — 
Can. Now 'tis vain ! 
Mel. Is not the Rumour ſpread, th* intended 
Treaſon, ” 
The March of diſcontented 7 eheli ; 
Altamar's Plot to maſſacre the Garriſon, 
And with confederate Rebels ſeize the Town ? 
Can, More —- more than all you nam'd: — Yet all 
appears 
The mean Reſult of overflowing Gall, 
The 
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The Coinage of Revenge for Loſs of Pow'r ! 
Mel. You muſt not now retreat; in conſequence 
Of what you've publiſh'd, ſtraight arreſt his Perſon -- 
Mirz. Glorious Woman! [ Aſide, 
Can. What! — while he bears about him 
Th' hn e Letters for his high Employments. — 


— But how! —— encompaſs'd with his num'rous 
Friends; 


The Creatures of his Fortune! 
Mel. He ſends you Word 
— In Confidence of unſuſpecting Virtue — 
Private, he'll wait you e'er the Evening cloſe ; 
— Doubtleſs to ſee Beleyda, and conclude 
The Marriage of his Brother with Amanthe — 
— What hinders then ? --- 
Can. Say — I confine him then : 
Impotent Raſhneſs ! --- How ſhall I ſecure him ? --- 
Pow'r ſhould ſupport what Violence begun 
— Pow'r 1s not mine — 
Mel, It may by eaſy means; — 
Sufficient to controul the Force of Belgrade, 
And all th' Attempts of raging Monteſini / — 
Mirz. Now ſhowd I ſpeak! — Advice might look 
Deſign, 
And Friendſhip be miſconſtrued into Fraud : 
Wowd you fit tamely brooding o'er your Wrongs, 
The Jeſt of Tools and Rev'rend Drones in Pow'r; 
Meet for Reward, Reproach, for Service, Scorn ; 
The Guilt of Chrittian Courts! — where at the Helm 
The Leech of Favour ſucks the- Nation's Blood, 
And Joſtled Merit elbow'd out retires ? 
Or wou'd you rather, like a Man, deal forth 
Revenge for Infamy, and Blow ſor Blow ? 
Dare to be great — *tis Glory points the Way, 
And Fortune courts you in a better Clime — 
— The Magazines and Arms you ſtil] command; 
Nay more, the Priſons of my Captive Soldiers 


Three thouſand hardy Veterans in Chains! 


Theſe 
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Theſe freed to-night, and artfully dispos'd, 
Shall ſoon o'erpow'r the Town, and ſtart in Arms. 
From their black Dungeons, like long-hooded Hawks, 
Keen for their Morning Prey! 

Mel. My Lord]! my Husband! 
The glorious Daring fires ev'n me! — a Woman! 
Quit an ungr ateful Country ! - and receive, 
In vaſt Munificence the Sultan's Favour | — 
— Nay, failing in th' Attempt --- (impoſſible!) 
Ailtamar ſciz'd, is Hoſtage for your Safety | 


Can. Ha! -- let me pauſe! --- whither wow'd you 
drive me? 


Wanted I Fiends, or Miniſters of Darkneſs, 


But you mult join, the Advocates of Hell, 

To damn my Fame]! --- my Fame! --- tis damn'd 
already ! 

And ſcurril Taunts diſtend the Mouths of Fools, 

To grin out Scorn, and chatter my Ditgrace ! 

O Teopold! --- thou Tyrant Emperor ! 


--- Why haſt thou lopt a Limb from off my King- 


doms, 
That maims thy Crown !--- a Moment's Privacy — 
--- Then wait my Reſolution ! --- Why was I made 
An unconſummate Villain? --- bad by halves ! 
Degraded ! --- ſpurn'd ! -- it ſanctifies Rebellion! 
--- O Hell! ---I yield! I own thy great Impulſe! 
Exil Cantelmi. 


Mirz. He has it! — the barb'd Shaft! deep in 
his Breaſt! 


Purſue him cloſe ! — he ſinks! --- he falls before us! 


Exit Melania. 


— At length, --- tis fix d! - the Poiſon propagates! 
Hope dawns in Preludes to the great Event, 

And Circumſtance anticipates Succeſs! 

— Ambition claps her Wings, and tow'rs in Thouphe, 
Already ſets me in the Front of War, 

And numbers all my Conqueſts by my Battles! 
— Pleas'd with the great Idea, I behold, 


While 
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While a ſubjected Land my Arms adorns, 
Our Creſcent cloſe, full orb'd, her Silver Horns 
Exil. 


Enter Beleyda and Amanthe with a Letter. 


Aman. I will not mourn my Father's Loſs of Pow'r! 
--- Heav'n thus may puniſh Pride through Honour's 
Fall, 
Till ſtrong Reflection turn the Courſe of Error 
Bel. Mark'd you my Brother! ! --- with a wrathful 
Eye 
He met my Sight, and ſullenly retin'd] 
Aman. My Monteſi ini, by a private Meſſage, 
| Gives me to know, his Brother ſtraightway comes, 
Once more in friendly Terms, to urge the Marriage ; 
But if his Hopes meet not deſir'd Succeſs, 
He begs an Interview at dead of Night ; 
Such as th' Importance of our Loves demands, 
And rigid Honour may with Safety grant; 
Thar through the Garden-gate I wou'd admit him ; 
When Slander's buſy Eye is clos'd in Sleep ! 
But ſee ! they come !- the Gen'ral and my Father 
Retire, and from the Door of yon' Apartment, 
Feed your devouring Eyes upon your Hero ! — 
Bel. O all the Influence of conlenting Stars 
Smile on the Conference, and crown our Hopes! --- 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter Altamar, Cantelmi. 


Alt, Not own your Crime! who durſt with impi- 
ous Force, 5 
Ev'n when the Holy Prieſt ſhou'd join our Hands, 
Snatch from the Husband's Arms his trembling 
Bride 
Your broken Promiſe ſwells the glaring Guilt; 
Your forfeit Faith to Monteſini plighted ! --- 
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Is it not Honour dignifies the Man, 
And | juſtifies Precedence and Degree ? — 
But *twere low Baſeneſs to infult Misfortune ; ; 
Nor come I to revenge — becauſe I may. . 
E Can. Talk you of Honour ? — whole deceitful 
ET Tongue 
Refines on the Hypocriſy of Courts ? 
Clandeſtine Wiles gain'd you the Soldiers Hearts, 
With mean Reports injurious to my Fame: 
Bribes have procur'd the Council's venal Votes, 
And fir'd the loud-tongu'd Rabble in your Praiſe : 
Thus was the Government transfer'd to you; 
Thus ſervilely you work'd to ſap my Glory. 
Al. Seek nearer home, mong your own fawning 
Hera,” — 
Wretches, who wear in Fraud the Veil of Friend; 
Who poiſon the weak Ears of Majeſty 
With groundleſs Jealouſies of envy'd Greatneſs ; 
To whom exalted Merit is a Treaſon ; 
When '*tis a Crime to have deſerv'd too well — 
. | Unſought — ſurpriz'd — theſe Honours I receiv'd 
And more to ſhew the Candour of my Thoughts; 
' | | Reſtore Beleyda — heal this Breach of TIED == 
Fix our Alliance in Amanthe's Nuptials; 
So ſhall our blended Intereſts unite 3 
. So may you ſtil] regain our Maſter's Smiles! — 
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| 3 Can, Away oy Diſſembler! — give me back my 
. | ; Pow'r, 
; Unſully'd by Diſgrace ! —— it cannot be | —— 
The Crowd have caught it, and my own Domeſtics 
/ 3 Inſult the falling Fortunes of their Lord! 
j. The little Courtiers ! — Wretches, with Birth-day | 
1 Trappings; 


By ſportive Nature made, in Scorn of Man! 
g Congratulate our Prince on his new Choice 
Of Governor, — and Guardian of the Frontiers! 
Greaſy Mechanics in their Sunday - Gazette 
Pore on the Libel Paragraph with Sneers: 
F — Confuſion! 
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— Confuſion ! — but by Heav'n I wo? not bear 

TY Intention of an Injury like this! 

And think'ſt thou I wou'd live by a Boy's Grace; 

Live in precarious Favour ! — wounded Credit, 

Like Virgin-Honour blown to Infamy, 

Admits no other Balm, but great Revenge ! 

Al, Meet you my gen'rous Offers with Diſdain ; 

The wild Reſult of an unmanly Pride ? 

— You threaten too! — choak in that haughty 

Tone 

To humbler Accents mollify your Voice, 

And bend your Soul to know, thoſe lordly Terms, 

Revenge, Command, and Pow'r are yours no more? 
Can. Be ſure they yet ſhall ſpeak in Thunder to you! 

Our jarring Natures, and diſcordant Souls 

Deny a Poſſibility of Commerce ! — 

—— Hence --- I abjure thy Friendſhip! — if we 

meet, 

As in divided States, we meet to Call, 

Like proud Prerogative and Property ! 

Alt, If thus you 8 3 proud we diſagree 1 

You wou'd have Pow'r, — but when Ambitions 

ſtretch'd 

Beyond juſt Claims, and legal Emulation, 

It grows a ſavage Paſſion ! --- to Deſarts -- - fly --- 

Friendleſs be driv'n from the Pale of Nature! --- 
Can. I wou'd, &er brook to fee thee ſet above me, 

Alone, like Cæſar, in a little Bark, 

Combat the Winds, the Buffets of the Surge, 

Tho! eviry Wave a Booming Mountain role. 

Al. Nay, --» then! trifle ! --- reaſoning with a Mad- 
man | 

— Come, Sir, ain your Train — throw off this 

Pom 

I ſhall in IS wait Beleyda forth! 

-.- Obey !---and henceforth know your private State !-- 
Can. Why, you talk it nobly —— 
Alt, Let me tell you --- 

| _ 'Tis 
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*Tis more to me --- much more to talk than act — 
Can. Either alike to me — each vain as t'other! — 
Alt. I pity thee = 
Can. Young Man! you're in my Pow'r 
Alt, I'm in your Houle. — 
Can, Alone too in my Houſe ! 
Alt. Ha ! but that alone ſecures me! -— 

Can. Idle Hope ! --- «. 

Alt. Think on the friendly Purpoſe of my coming 
Then be a Villain, if thou can'ſt 

Can. I dare do all 
That Love ſuggeſts, or Injury inſpires 
Wou'd'ſt thou diſarm me by a moral Dream? 
Arrogant Virtue of believing Fools ! 

At. Amazement ! can it be? — prodigious Villain! 
The Pangs of Soul, that tear the treach'rous Hoſt, 
Red from the Slaughter of his ſleeping Guelt ; 
The blackeſt Image in the Guardian's Thought, 
Beneath whoſe Dagger bled the ſmiling Ward, 

Be all thy Portion! — Now call thy Ruffians forth, 

And take a Life for which thy own muſt anſwer |! 


Can. Thy Life! --- moſt poor indeed! — if that 


were all! 
Alt. What more! — imperfe& Guilt ! — wanting 
the Means, -- | 
Thou can'ſt not be a Villain, if thou wou'd'ſt! — 
Can. Thou dar'ſt not - tho? thou cou'd'ſt! — thy 
narrow Soul, 


Cramp'd by Religion, or by Loyalty, 


Bends ſervile to each Madman on a Throne, 

Set up by Fools, the Subſtitute of Heav'n, 

And fears to launch it ſelf at one bold Thought! — 

-- ] know twill ſting thee --- therefore hear it all! — 

PII ſeize thee as a Traytor to the State, 

Next publiſh thy Intention to revolr, 

To join the Servian and Moldavian Rebels; 

Proclaim the late Imperial Letters forg'd 3 

Alter, releaſe the — ſurpriſe the Town 
2 
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At. Confuſion ! — whither wou'd you ? — 
Can. You bad me 
Diſmiſs my Guards! --- I ſhall employ them firſt ! — 
_ Hoa !-- my Friend ! --- Baſhaw! behold your Pris'ner ! 


Enter Mirz-abdi with Soldiers. 


Alt. Death ſeize me firſt ! Eternal Stain of Honour ! 
My eaſy Soul, incapable of Fraud, 
Fondly cou'd ne'er ſuſpect it in another — 
Inglorious Fall! how poorly this attones 
[Runs at Mirz-abdi, the Soldiers behind diſarm him. 
My Truſt abus'd! my Maſter's Arms betray'd! 
Mirz. Now rave, and with thy Pangs refreſh my 
Ears! 
Let my glad Soul feed on thy ev'ry Groan, 
Devour thy Sighs, and riot o er thy Ruin! 

Alt. Such Inſults ſhew the Poorneſs of thy Nature 

Mirz. I thank you, Fortune! --- well haſt thou 

repay'd me! 

— *Tis great by Alba! why --- this is Triumph ! --- 
Behold your Slave ! --- the Captive of your Arms! 
--- But lo! the Slave audacious breaks his Chains 
To ſpurn his Conqu'ror | the Man, mark'd out 
To tread upon the Throne of Ottoman !—— 

Alt. In Majeſty depreſsd, a brave Occaſion 
Is givin by Heav'n, to ſhew its native Worth, 

To riſe ſuperior, and exert the Soul! 

— I now defy you more than when in Fight 

You met my Arms! when through your broken Ranks 

I carry*d Fate in the full ſweep of War! 
Mirz. Thy abje& State is privileg'd to rail 


--- But Night approaches --- and my lab'ring Genius 
Is buſy with my Fate! 


Can. My ſecret Orders 
Already are diſpatch*d, and e'er the Dawn 
Belgrade is ours, or Nature is no more! 


Mirz. 
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Love wings him ſtraight without Suſpicion hither ! — 
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Mirz. Yes, Sir, reſolv'd, and cool as Midnight 
Murder 

We'll ſtrike the Blow, that gives the gen'ral Rout __ 
Mean time — this truſty Guard attend your Pris ner ! 
— But then his Brother! — He too mult be ſeiz'd, 
Elſe *tis lame Work; — Inelegance of Milchief ! 
— Thus — 1n the Name of Altamar invite him, 
To Night, to ſhare the Joys of Reconcilement —- 


— So two raſh valiant Fools, who might obſtruct 
Our brave 5 ſhall then be well diſpos'd 
O 1 
Alt. Induſtrious Wretch ! TIEN Fertile of Hell- born 
Fraud ! — 
Can, Fear not — a comes — This faithfu] 
lant Man {| Pointing to one of the 25 
With inſtant ſpeed ſalutes him to his Fate 
— Mean time, on pain of Death the reſt ſecure 
Yon haughty Brave in warchful Secrecỹ mmm 
Alt. Yet think — I charge ye — hold — nos 
urge Perdition |! | 
Blinded by Rage, you hurry to your Ruin ; 
And loſt to Virtue, Loyalty, and Honour, 
Plunge in the rapid Whirl of gulphing Horrors 
Led by that Fiend of Craft, too late you'll know 
You're made the Tool of his Defigns ! — the Drum 
He beats upon to ſpirit up Rebellion ! 
Can. Whate'er betides ! — tis Call. | | — the Dye of 
Fate! — 
Farewel ! — the Night a double Sable wears, — 
The ſolemn Darkneſs ſuits our dreadful Purpoſe ! 
[Exit Cantelm i. 
2 72, You go, Sir, well attended to your Chani 
er; — 
--- Sleep if you can ; -- *twill be a Night of Action — 
And wield, in Dreams, the viſionary Sword! — I 
Alt. To Sleep, or Death, with equal Eaſe I go — I 
But can'ſt thou lep? — — will that internal n 
Tha- 
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That prompts thy impious, buſy Brain, allow 

One Interval of Peace? Did'ſt thou &er ſlcep 

Content, and conſcious of a Day well-ſpent ? 

— Beleyda ! Brother! — Country! — All betray'd !— 

Behold, good Heav'n, to ſuff*ring Virtue juſt, 

Your broken Laws in violated Truſt! 

And, till your boundleſs Wiſdom ſets us free, 

Give us to reſt in the ſevere Decre!— 
 [Exount, 


End of the Third A. 
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ACTI SCENE 1. 


Mirz-abdi and Iffout. 


UR dark Reſolves betray'd to 
Monteſini 
IJ. Beleyda, anxious for her Lo- 
F 

Liſt'ning, conceal'd, when Alta- 

Mar was ſeiz'd, 

Heard the whole Scheme; diſclos'd it to Amanthe, 
She ſtraight to Monleſini; who, rejecting 
The ſpecious Invitation of Cantelmi, 
Shews plain, he knows and fears his Brother's Fate 
Her ſecret Meſlage for his inſtant Preſence, 
I luckily o'erheard; and ſtraight he comes, 
Darkling, diſguis'd to meet her in the Garden, 
Take her Inſtructions, and avert the Storm! 

Mirz. Hell and Deſtruction! Shall a froward Girl 
Make my own Web my Snare? Ha! the Garden! 
Then ſtill there's Hope! — and the great Work 1s 

mine 
Fatee xecutes by this performing Hand ! 
— Be it one Part of Vengeance on my Rival, 
To ſeize my Bliſs beneath his borrow'd Perſon ; 
Himſelf ſubſervient to his own Diſgrace | 


Enter 
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Enter Haſſan. 


My Soldier here! — Whence is't, my good old 
Friend, 
When Danger calls you quit the Poſt of Honour * 
When but your Preſence can reſtrain our Troops, 
Thus new to Liberty from wild Diſorder ? 
—-?Tis our laſt Stake! — United we mult conquer! — 
Haſſ. In watchful Patience, reſting on their Arms, 
Silent they ſtand, firm in compacted Ranks, 
And, tho? the Night might hide the Stragler's Rapine ; 3 
They ſcorn the Plunder till they firſt deſerve it. 
— By Spies inform'd, I find the Foe alarm'd: 
Lights from the Caſtle dart a trembling Glare, 
And through the Gloom, like Beacons, ſhoot on high 
The warning Gleam to ſhew Deſtruction near: 
Crowds fill the Battlements, and from the Ramparts, 
We hear a diſtant Buzz confuſe the Air 
Mirz. Start not to know my Siſter was the Tray- 
treſs . 
— To tell thee how, wou'd loſe important Mo- 
ments: 
Haſte, quick as Expedition wing'd with Love; 
Plant our brave Spahis at the Weſtern Gate; 
Thither th' Hungarian Count directs his March: 
This Hour he joins us with the bold Banditti; 
And, where the Save and Danube confluent roll, 
Expect my ſpeedy Preſence: — There *tis fixt, 
Th' Aſſault begins. — Mean time my Rival bleeds — 
This Moment dies; and in his Minion's Arms! — 
— Watch Melania ! — Her reſtleſs Jealouſy 
Purſues me, like the Ghoſt of murder'd Honour 
Haſſ. Say, what, and whither wou'd my Lord? 
Mirz. I go 
Fluſht for a glut of Love and ſacred Vengeance; 
The Food of Minds ! the Luxury of Angels ! 
To kill and ſeize! to pierce the Man I hate; 


And 
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And claſp the tow'ring Beauty I adore! 
Haſſ. Mean you Amantbe ? 
Mirz. Who but ſhe has Meaning? — 
Haſſ. Cantelmi's Daughter 
Mirz. His all-excelling Daughter 
--- Haſjan ! forbear. 
Haſſ. Sir, I ſaw Cantelmi —— 
Mirz. Why, fo have I ! --- I faw his Daughter 
_ too! 
Haſſ. But I before have ſeen him 
Mirz. Trifler! away! 
Impriſonment, or Age have hurt thy Brain- 
Haſſ. I muſt away — Conqueſt and Honour 
call! 
But I conjure you by the Love of Arms ; 
In which for twenty Years I've train*d your Youth ! 
By the tremendous Head of Solyman ! 
Not to attempt this fatal, dang*rous Beauty, 
Till next we meet! believe, I've wond'rous Rea- 
ſons! —— 
Mirz. I yield to Night! but not this Night's 
Succeſs 
Is of more moment to thy Geryral's Peace, 
Than Rapture, ſnatch'd from the diſſolving Maid !--- 
I own and curſe my Weakneſs --- But behold her --- 
Thy Blood, long chill'd, again wou'd mantling flow 
And a ſhort Youth be kindled from her Eyes! 
[ Exeunt Mirz. and Haſl. ſeverally. 


Enter Melania. 


Mel. Still holds my Brain? nor ſtart I yet to Mad- 
neſs ? 
Tho? ev'ry teſtifying Senſe confirms it 
--- Devil! --- or if there be a Term more black, 
Tis Traytor ! ---- 'tis ungrateful ! ---- Huſh, my 
__ Sou] ! — | 
Thine are the Crimes, who have ſupply'd the en : [| 
2 | 
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Of Guilt ; — Watch Melania ! — Was it not ſo? 
--- Ha! Eunuch ! --- Pander! Miniſterial Fiend ! 
Say, are your Wiles rais'd thro? progreſſive Miſchief 
To the dire Criſis? --- ſtands thy Maſter yet 
Full on the Summit of tranſcendent Sin ? 

1. Curſt Chance! AlPs loſt by this tempeſtuous 

Woman! Aide. 

— Is it for me, who breathe but from his Smiles, 
Preſumptive to diſpute his dread Commands? 

Mel. Deteſted Slave! - *tis Arrogance to live, 
Tho? Deſarts hide thee, conſcious of my Weakneſs — 
The fatal Secret of my forfeit Honour 

Lodg'd in thy Breaſt! --- the looſe Embrace 

Th' infidious Languiſh and alluring Eye! 

Each Circumſtance of guilty Dalliance |! 

--- Where, where was then my Pride, my Sens 

-- In. 

Our Prop in Frailty ! Virtues better Handmaid ! 

--- How am I fall'n ! --- When ſo deſpis'd a Wretch, 

With one foul Blaſt, defames Wife, Mother, Matron ; 

And cuts me from the Commerce of the World ? 
IJ. --- Madam, think better of my long-try'd 


Faith 
Mel. Think on the Charge of thy perfidious Ma- 
a” 
To watch Melania, Villain! --- Whirlwinds, be 
calm ! --- 


Uproar, be dumb ! --- give Way to Jealouſy ! --- 


When Towns are ſtorm” d, the Soldiers murd'ring 


Sword 
Acts the deſtroying. Rage of Woman ſcorn'd | 
The madding Billows of the roaring Deep; 
The Burſt of Earthquakes through the riven Rock; 
The ſweepy Blaze of general Conflagration 3 
The purple Tyrant's dying Groans ; --- the Yell 
Of hov'ring Fiends, heard by expiring Sinners; 
Are Woman's Jealouſy ! --- I muſt be mad — 
ut 
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But --- ſoft · the Garden ! --- Mother and Daughter ſi 

too | 
Dreadful to Senſe ; and terrible to Thought! 
Look calm, ye Heav'ns, and Chance whirls round ih 


your Orbs ; 
That in pale Fires now twinkle through the Gloom !-- 
— Avaunt --- thou Slave | — nor dare enquire my 
Purpoſe! --- EY 
— If to Mirz-abdi — with officious Zeal —— 
Death inſtant waits thee from this deſtin'd hand | 
[ Exit Iſſouf. 
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Point out a Way ſome Angel to attone 
My Crimes, ſome Fiend t avenge my Wrongs | --- 
Pl think within — but dare not think of Heav'n! 
— O virtue! I have Joſt thee! — Health of Souls!— 
Reflection! — hence! — when the fad Mind is lick, 
O what have I to do with thy black Scroll ? 
Dreadful Record ! --- Repentance ſtaggers at it, 
And knows the Score too great! The World to find 
A true Phyſician for a wounded Spirit! 


Exeunt. 


SCENE H. 
A Garden. 


Monteſini, Amanthe. 


Mon, Great Act of Love! Extravagance of Vir- 
wwe! | 

--- How had the Sword of Barbariſm rag'd ? 
But now juſt Vengeance waves the purple Flag; 
Amanthe gives the Word, and Treafon bleeds ! 

Aman. If my Diſcovery can merit ought 
From thee, or from the Empire --- let my Tears, 
When op'ning Light ſees Slaughter rage around, 
Prevail to ſpare my Father! O I ſhould curſe 
My honeſt Artifice that > the Town; * 

2 | 
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If Parricide enſues! - Good from ſuch 111 ! 
--- Horror | *tis conſecrating Sacrilege ! 
O let me act the noble Sabine Matron, 
Ruſh in between the Husband and the Parent ; 
Prevent the Sword, or take on either Side 
The Wounds devoted to each other's Breaſt ! 
Mon, Still be thy Father's Life! thou virtuous 
Maid 
Dear, as my own ; when 'tis preſerv'd ſor thee ! 
Aman, Why ſhould I doubt thee, whom, in mid- 
night Darkneſs, 
I dare embrace, without one Virgin Fear? 
My Country's Fate, my Love inſpir'd the Meeting : 
--- And mighty Love, behold thy great Reward --- 
Mon. Tis Love ſo pure, Souls may refine upon 
. 
And Angels boaſt ſuch Friendſhip ! --- vaſt the Bleſ- 
ſing! -— 
And the Gift riſes in the Giver's Grace | —— 
- My Heart beats high ! - O Altamar, I come l- 
How wou'd thy Soul amidſt thy Wrongs exult, 
To know kind Fortune's ſudden Whirl ! --- how 10 
To hear the big Alarm, nor ſhare the Danger? 


Enter Altamar — his Sword drawn. 


Alt, Was I not call'd ? --- Treaſon perhaps is near, 
And Villains? Tongues are buſy with my Name! 
Aman. Shield me, my Lord! —- See there! - a 
gleaming Sword --- 
— Offy---this Way he comes --- the dreadful Baſhaw ! 
Mon. Alone! --- nay then --- one Blow ends all our 


Fears ! 
Alt. Speak, what art thou, who thus --- 
Mon. This Anſwer for me! ———_ [| Fight. 


Alt. Death to thee, Ruffian | —— 
Mon. Ha ! my Brother's Voice 


Mi. My Monteſini! He! by holy Friendſhip ! \ 
Aman. 
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Aman. Prodigious Joy ! --- If Wonder will permit - 
Tell me, ye noble Pair, are either wounded ? 
Mon. AlPs well! --- I can no more —— 
Alt. The fair Amanthe ! 
Mon. The gen'rous Maid ! -- O ſay, what Guar- 
dian Spirit, 
Our Empire's better Genius ſent thee to me. 
And in Return I'll ſpeak my Angel too! 
Behold her here, --- thence know why I am here — 
Summon'd by Heav'n to watch o'er Belgrade's Fate! 
In Conſult to deſtroy inteſtine Foes, 
And, with a Brother's Friendſhip, to revenge 
A Brother's Wrongs ! — 
Alt. I've heard your watchful Cares 
For mine, and Belgrade's Safety! — kind Melania, 
Who rivals even her Daughter's tender Goocinels, 
Midſt the drear Darkneſs, viſited my Dungeon  --- 
With ſtreaming Eyes, and a relenting Heart, 
She pour'd forth her full Soul in Godlike Pity ; 
And came, ſhe ſaid, to expiate her Crimes; 
Her's and her Husband's Crimes, the nobleſt Way ; 
Her Threatnings aw'd my Guards to ſullen Dut 
Or promis'd Favours ſeal'd their venal Mouths ! 
Take this thy Sword, with Liberty, ſhe cry'd, 
And ſpeed thy happy Flight! --- then led me forth, 
With Caution to purſue this ſecret Walk; 
Bad me beware Mirz-abdi as I pals'd 
Deſcrib'd an Arbour, near the Gardet- Wall — 
Through which a Door! --- that there my Brother 
waited 
With his Amanthe to inſtruct me further 
Aman, Let this laſt glorious Act of wond'rouz 
Virtue 
Whiten her Fame, to ſhine like Ore, refin'd. 
From baſe Alloy, and purge the Droſs away! | 
--- But yet 'tis ſtrange, my Lord, this wond'rous 
Turn; 
wen, as her Knowledge of th' appointed Meeting! 
Mon. 
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Mon. Tis ours to think it Inſpiration all, 
And hail the proſp'rous Omen! — my Altamar ! 
By Choice my Friend ! by Accident my Brother ! 
Concurring Souls cementing Nature's Chance-work | 
Had one, the better Part of t' other, periſh'd, 
How curſt, how wretched were the poor Survivor ? 
Alt, Wretched indeed! — and yet *twere well my 
> Brother, 
If I had fall'n by any Hand —— but yours! — 
O Monteſini! — view thy ſuff*ring Friend; 
Torn in the Pangs of Shame and forfeit Honour 
And while his Country's Barrier lies at Stake, 
Think what the Gen'ral feels; when all the Lives, 
To- morrow loſt, his Indiſcretion laviſn'd! 
Mon. Great Souls muſt grieve when Blood's the 
Price of Peace, 
And the Sword heals the Wounds Rebellion makes! 
Alt, O my Beleyda ! ceaſe thy Rage of Woe! 
——— I come!---I fly! my Tongue cou'd play the 
Braggard ; | Eo 
And my ſteePd Heart, and heated Brain provoke 
Deeds of ſtrange Cruelty !--- ſee ! bleeding Love, 
Flutt'ring on ſupplicating Wings before me, 
Demands due Victims to attone his Wrongs ! 
See Honour bares his gory Wound! he ſtalks 
In haughty ſtrides, and points the Way to Vengeance; 
Vengeance! in all the Luxury of Slaughter ! 
Mon, Now --- o' my Soul ! *tis Godlike Fury --- 
away 
My truſty Friends attend us at the Door ! — 
Aman. Away) -—— and is that all? thou dear un- 
kind! | 
No more at this ſad Parting — but away ! - 
Back through the Gloom to ſend me thus unbleſt, 
Fill'd with ſtrange Terrors; - nay - perhaps -- dire 
Thought! — 5 
Never to ſee you more !--- the rav'ning Sword 
To-morrow lays all waſte, and ſweeps — 
— You 
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: You wiſh me gone! — farewell — my Woman- 
Tears 
Are irkſome to my Hero's dreadleſs Heart : _— 
— I go — and in the Bitterneſs of Soul will weep 
My ceaſeleſs Pray*rs, that pitying Heav'n may grant 
A bloodleſs Conqueſt, and a quick Return ! 
Mon. Fear not | — our Loves, like parted Flames, 
beat down LE 
A while by Winds, ſhall catch contiguous Blaze, 
And joining ſoon, riſe brighter than before 
Aman. Then I will urge it tho my poor Heart 
| break—— 5 
*Tis raſh, your longer Stay, and may be fatal! 
Alt. We wear the Cauſe of Beauty on our Swords! 
But while the threatning Storm yet low'rs upon us 
Delay of Juſtice is the worſt Oppreſſion ! 
Mon, In Tears! — unman me not! To bear thee 
hence | 
Wou'd look a Rape! — the World muſt ſcan my 
Actions; 955 
Nor find the ſeeming of a ſelfiſh View ! 
— No more! --- I leave thee with a Mother's Pang, 
That ſucks the Gaſp of her firſt, dying, Son! 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 
Another Part of the Garden. 


 Mirz-abdi and Soldier; Mirz-abdi in a Cloat and 
Wig. 


Mirz. Or through the Gloom he well eludes my 
Search; x 
Or Tſſouf was deceived by Woman-Wiles! 
— Perhaps, not enter'd yet! — Heard you no Voice? 
No Intercourſe of Soul from throbbing Hearts! 
Wafted the Breeze no Sighs of plaintive Love : 5 
old. 
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Sold. Deep Silence all!! But hark, whence this, 
my Lord? 
The feeble Glimmer ſhews a Woman's Form; 
While the Wind plays within the ruffled Silk ! 
Mirz. No more! thus arm'd, I deal out Fate 
„ TT 8 Fi. 
Leave me, and ſilent join your Fellows Watch; 
That ambuſh'd lie beneath the guarded Wall. 
[ Exit Soldier, 


Enter Melania, veil d as Amanthe. 


Mel. Ere this, tis ſure the Brothers have eſcap'd ! 
Then what is he? ---*tis ſo --- the very Traytor ! --- 
A Fiend of Darkneſs in his Midnight Haunts, 
And poſted like the Delegate of Hell, 

On the black Avenues of Murder ! --- Horror ! --- 
Ha! have a Care my Brain ! no more of 
that; | " 
Night favours my Deſign to probe his Soul ; 
And thus diſguis'd, the Error of his Luſt 
Miſtakes me for Amanthe, ———— . 

Mirz. At laſt 'tis ſhe! | 
By the big Tumults of my Breaſt, 'tis ſhe! 

She comes]! — the ſlaviſh Forms of Day thrown off! 
Warm with great Love, and melting to my Wiſhes; 
While unenquiring Joy prevents Suſpicion |! 


Mel. My Lord! — [In low Voices. 

Mirz. My Love ! tranſporting Rapture ! --- ſpeak 

| ſoftly »— 8 

Ev'n Darkneſs may have Ears! — thou lend'ſt it 
Eyes! ---- 


And art thou come ? --- I -will not chide thy Stay ! 

Thy tender Limbs expos'd to Midnight Air, 

To gild the Gloom, and ſooth my anxious Heart? 
Mel. What cannot Love attempt ? — what not 

” rform ? —— CS 

That, at this Hour of univerſal Silence, 
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Sends forth a Maid, with all her trembling Fears, 
While Luſt and Baſeneſs act triumphant Ruin, --- 
Are not Men Villains ? 
Mirz. Why to me that Queſtion 7 
Nel. I know not why : --- for thou art not Mira- abdi! 
Mirz. Can Mounteſini's Faith admit a Doubt? 
Mel. And yet the wretched of my injur'd Sex, 
The poor undone ones, who give up their all, 
Virtue and ſpotleſs Fame in Truſt to Man, 
Find no Security in ſolemn Vows ! — faithleſs all! — 
All are Mirz-abil's ! 
Mirz. Again Mirz-abdi ! 
Hell ! ! how ſhe racks me! [ Aſide.] Why will my fair 
Trifler 
Waſte on his hated Name Love's golden Minutes ? ? 
Mel. Melania can inform you 
Mirz. What of her ? 
Mel. O there's a monſtrous Tale of guilty Com- 
merce; 
Not to be told but when the clouded Stars, 
As now, withdraw their Gleam, to let my "Bluſhes 
Glow on the Veil of Night ! --- Has Language Terms 
Can ſtrike an Image to deſcribe great Horror ? 
The World ſhall uſe it for Melania's Sin; 
The Child apply ic to the Mother's Guilt ! 
Mirz. Rumour! unworthy of Amantihe s Ear! 


Forbear, my Love --- you ſpeak of idle Crimes — 


IIl- ſuited to the Seaſon of our Meeting! 
Wait but to-morrow | --- Vengeance ſhall have Way! 
And Monteſini, or Mirz-abdi falls! 
Mel. Mirz-abdi fall! Confirm it, righteous 
Heay*n t 
Let him not know to-mbrrow ! --- Light nings blaſt 
him! 
Or if his Crimes pollute another Sun ! 
Let Night's worſt Terrors haunt him --- his own Sins | 
Knock at his boding Boſom ! --- till he feels 
A double Portion ot Melania's Anguiſh ! . 
H Miræ. 
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Mi, z. Sure! they're the uſual Coz'nage of the Sex, 
Theſe artful Scruples, coin d to edge Deſire, 
And frame Excuſes for their eaſy yielding ! 

Mel. Somewhat approaches with a cautious Tread l. 

Mirz. Ha! my indulgent Stars are doubly kind! 
Hail ! ſacred Vengeance | Harbinger of Love! 


—— A Traytor! 

Mel. Indeed! are there two Mirz- abdi's? 

Mirz. A thouſand in an Enemy and Rival! 
Perith the Name --- why ſtops my Rage ? -- tis he! 
Confeſt in Darkneſs by his ſearchful Walk ! 

He ſees her- and advances! --- 


Enter Iſſouf. 


I. Speak ! --- who's there? 
Thank Heav'n, I've found | 
Mirz. Thank Hell ! by Death and me ! 
[4s Iſſouf comes forward, Mirz-abdi tabs him. 
He falls, | 
Mel. What have you done! 
Airz. Joy to thy troubled Soul ! 
Mirz-abdi is no more! 
Mel. No, Wretch | — the Villain "EY --- tho” 
Heav'n has Bolts 
And idly waſtes its Lightn'nings in the Air 
Melania, who ſhou'd blaſt him with her Looks; 
Melania tells him to his Face he lives! 
Mirz. Cankers conſume the Tongue that ſpeaks my 
Shame | 
No Dawn of Sun ſucceeds this Night of Errors! 
Curſt be my ev'ry dull miſtaking Senſe! 


Curſt ev'ry blunter Faculty] untaught 3 


To know by Inſtin&, or familiar Loathing, 

My Stale; the Thing a ſickly Appetite 

Long practis'd on, till my full Hopes took Wing, 
And caught the Freſhneſs of Amanthe's Bloom | — 


Mel. 
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Mel. Then 'tis confeſt ! --- and thou'rt a glorious 
Wretch — 
Triumphant Monſter ! --- Hell ! - but I'll be calm !--- 
Calm as Deſpair, that mocks in gloomy Smiles 
Fate's farther Malice! --- give me thy Hand. 
I will not be outdone in mighty Miſchief! --- | 
--- Now, wRA Hell's Leave, we ll barter Sin for Sin, 
My Treaſon --- for thy Murder | --- fy | --- - droop 
| not! 
Come, thou ſhalt have my Daughter and transſer 
Is it not well? — on me thy horrid Inceſt, 
In full Exchange for my Adultery ! 
Airz. Is this from Conſcience? or thy Pride — 
vain Woman ? 
--- Remorſe for Sin, or Rage for ſlighted Love? --- 
By Heav'n I'm pleas'd --- to ſting "thy Heart yet 
E 
Thou bear'ſt thy Portion in my Crimes; my Guilt 
The black Reſult of thy prepoſt'rous Love 
--- That murders thine [ Poimling to the Body. 
Mel. Then 'tis the only one : 
I never ſhall repent of | 
Mirz. Ha! — who lies there? [Viewing it. 
Mel. Th' officious Eunuch ! big with Infor- 
maation, | | : 
That, lining, I o'erheard your | Bloody Purpoſe ! 
Come too to warn you, I deſign'd, diſguis'd 
In Dreſs and Voice, to meet you, as Amanthe / 


But, mark, how Heav'n, and your blind Luſt 


of Vengeance, 
On him, and thee, have turn'd the Hell-born 1 
— For Monteſini W by me he *ſcap'd! 
--- Altamar too! by me both 'ſcap'd i both 
live |! 
Live! at firſt Dawn to make thee, as that Slave ! 
Now curſe, and learn not to defpiſe Melauia; 


The Miſtreſs of thy Fate ! unconcurring 


To raiſe thee, ſhe deſtroys —— 
H 2 Mirz. 
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Mirz. Tis Woman all ! — 
But come what will --- live thou! — my Scorn pre- 
ſerves thee; 
And know thy Daughter's Rape, thy Husband's Mur- 
der 
Precede my pompous Fall ! 
Mel. O Heav'n ! — with Wonder —— 
Mirx. Wonder! at What! — at Murder! and from 
me | 


Is it ſo ſtrange that Murder, ſimple Murder, - 


Is conſequent of foul Adultery ? 

--- Adultery ! that all-deſtroying Crime 

That breaks the Union of the ſocial World ! --- 
Mark me! the Wretch, who lays fo firm a Baſis, 


Wou'd rear a monſtrous Pile of growing Crimes, 


And only ſtop at Parricide and Inceſt ; 


When impotent of greater! Exit Mirz-abdi. 


Mel. Mercy, Heav'n! — 
Juſt the Reproach from him, who fix'd the Crime! 


So Fiends torment, whom they ſeduc'd before 


How hard the Soul rents her frail Houſe of En, 

When Mis'ry pays the Tribute of her Being 

--- Wou'd my ſhort Term were ſhorter! --- dire Inter- 
val ! 


Ist not for Crimes the guilty World ſtill groans ; 


That call unwilling Vengeance from on high? --- 
---See Anguiſh gnaſh her Teeth, with pining Care, 
And meagre Famine, writhing in Deſpair 

See Perſecution raiſe the direful Wheel, 

And own --- tis Juſt --- the Puniſhment we feel! 


End of the Fourth Act. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 
A Chamber. 


Cantelmi and Beleyda diſcover d. 
Bel. , HO can'ſt not wrong me 
Se : Offer'd Violence, 
3 5 With Indignation, turns me to a Fury; 
on A Or i Angels ſpeed their 
— Aid! --- 5 
--- The — of Night and Silence, raisd 
To ſcare my T ſnou'd better mend your 
own: --- 
What can'ſt thou think of Night, old Man, and 
not of Death; 
Of awful ſilent Darknefs, not of Guilt, 
Self-pungent Terrors, and avenging Hell ? 
Can, Thence judge the Pow'r of your deſtructive 
Charms, 
And the fierce Impulſe of reſiſtleſs Love, 
That, conſcious of the Crime and Puniſhment, 
I dare attempt and execute my. Purpoſe | 
--- Beauty! O hold! my Brain --- ſeducing Hors 
rors 1! 
What art thou, dazling Splendor? --- ſmiling Witch- 
craft ? 
— Hide, hide the beamy Chidings of thine Eye! — 
Virtue's Complexion wanders in thy Cheek 
To this the Lilly boaſts a ſpurious White ; 


5 To 


— — —— ILAN: — . - 
— — — — 
ah 2 0 N 92 
— 


54 The PAR RICI D E. 


--- To that the Roſe wears an adult'rate Bluſh ! --- 


--- For thee, I've ſold ev'n Loyalty and Belgrade ! 
--- Come --- ' look kind ! --- 


Bel, For the World's Wealth I would not live | 
In ſuch a State, as I muſt fear to die in 
No --- if Pve Charms, Guilt ſhall not make them 
ſhun'd, 
Like a fair Houle, which Dæmons haunt within ! --- 
--- Think on the vengeful Sword of Altamar | --- 
Think 'tis thy Houſe, my Refuge! 
Can. Think on thy Charms! 
'The Time --- the Place --- and think I am a Man E 
--- A Nolte ! --- this Way ! --- retire --- You muſt by 
Force: 
— If but to tell me when I may be bleſt! 
Bel. I ſcorn the Terms! — Who * with a 
Ruffian, 


Encourages his Guilt, --- 


Can. Silence, or Death! 
Forces her off foe ſtruggles and cries, 


Enter Mirz-abdi and Haſſan. 


Mirz. Throw not pale Apprehenſion on the Rack ! 
Such Moments to the damn'd !--- Attracted Terrors 
Mount up, proportion'd to the ſickly Warmth 
Of an expecting, danger-heated Brain! 

Why! let them come -- what Human Wit cou'd think, 
Or Valour dare, is ours — the reſt is Fate's ! --- 

Haſſ. Succeſs, indeed, muſt now be all our own! 
--- The reſtleſs Vigilance of Montefini 
Secret diflodg*d our Guard; and ſeiz'd the Gate, 
Appointed for the ſuccouring Troops to enter — 
--- So --- Tekeli's expected Aid 1s vain ! --- 

Mirz. Suppoſe the worſt: --- Cantelmi has a Daugh- 

ter! 


Tue a Siſter ! --- Theſe may ſecure good Terms 


From Lovers, and Boy- Generals --- 


Haff. 
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Huſſ. Where's Cantelmi? 
Mirz. J ſought him here; --- his Preſence may be 
uſeful 

To animate our new-revolted Chriſtians : 
That done -I give to Death the doating Lumber,-. 
If we ſucceed, his Service may preſume 
On ſaucy Merit to divide my Glories ! --- 

Haſſ. Wou'd you had never ſeen his Daughter ! -.< 
Mirz. That again! --- 

What can'ſt thou apprehend of ill from her? 

--- Strain ev'ry Image! --- think of ſomething fair !-- 
Heav'nly fair! che Pourtraiture of Fancy! 
Conception ſo may faintly reach her! --- Envy 
Hangs on her Charms, repining to be pleas'd ! 
Curſing adores, and wonders at the Change 

Haſj. For this time I am anſwer'd : --- Ha! what 

7 
—— That Way the Voice — 

Mirz. My Sword ſhall know the Cauſe! 
—_ ſeems the Cry of Beauty in Diſtreſs, — [Exeunt. 


Re-enter with Cantelmi wounded, and Beleyda di/- 
order d. 


Haſſ. Raſh fatal Blow! he faints — he bleeds to 
Death! — 

Mirz. Periſh the hoary Traytor ! — cou'd he think 
The Spoils of Virgin-purity his Province ! — 

Hall. Unhappy Man! 

Bel. Humanity without the Chriſtian Law 
Might teach Compaſſion to worſt Foes thus fall'n; 
And warn the gen'rous Mind, not to remember 


Their Vices, but their Wants ; — Call ſome Aſiſt- 


ANCE 1. Down 


Can. Hell holds its Claim too ſtrong ſor mortal 


Aid, 
And Angels now wou'd miniſter in vain! 
— Tear from the Chain of diſcontinu'd Time 
| Bus 
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But one poor Link — An Hour's ſmall Chaſm i in 
Nature! 
Reſtore my eaſy Faith ! — recall Rebellion 
Recall my late Attempt on ſpotleſs Virtue! | 
Then heal this Wound, through which the Purple 
Torrent 
Shoves forth the ling'ring Soul to ceaſeleſs Night 
Mirz. What means this Weight upon my Heart ? -- 
It comes 
Much out of Seaſon, like a fullen Gueſt, 
To poiſon the great Banquet of Revenge ! 
Did I not fave a Sifter from Pollution ? 
Why does not then my Soul approve the Deed'? 
Haſſ. — It was a Seadfhl ons? — 
Mirz. Be dumb for ever! — 
Why are thy Eyes intenſely fd on him? 
Now ſudden roll'd on me? — as you wou'd pierce 
Each Feature with alternate Eagerneſs 
Haſſ. Ask him, why, with the Graſp of drowning 
Men, 
He hugs that little Picture? why, in Death, 
A ſeeming Toy attracts his ſtraining Eyes, | 
As it wou'd crack the viſual Nerves in Gazing ? 
Ziel. The ſame, I bluſh to fay, his boiſt'rous Force 
Pluck'd from my Boſom in licentious Paſſion ! 
Can, Thus let me gaze ! —— thus — and for ever 
gaze, 
Till Pain forgets itſelf ; and ohaſtly Death 
Sooths its pale Image to a Smile, like this, 
Beyond the Force of Amulets to charm | —— 
— *Tis ſhe !— lov'd Image of long-loſt Aſteria ! 
The ſame, that Brow of ſweet Serenity, 
That Eye of Languiſh, and that Cheek of Bloom! 
That Waiſt of gradual Charms; that downcaſt Eye 
Of Virtue, bluſhing at its Owner's Beauty 
Mirz. Drath plays its Farce in his diſtemper'd 
Mind, 
A ſooths his Dotage with ſome pleaſing Image a 
e 


re 
Bel. He ſhoots his Eyes through ev'ry Linea- 
ment, 
As he were well acquainted with the Face! 
Haff. Too well, I fear! 
Mirz. Contagious Madneſs ſpreads! 


Haſſ. What ſtrange Reſemblance bears his Face to 


your's ? 

A. Likeneſs Age nor dying Looks deſtroy ! 
Such are Beleyda $ Features, match'd to thoſe 
He holds expreſt in Paint ! 
Mirz. Riddles and Death! 
— Of what Import to thee or me ſuch Likeneſs? 
And yet it mads my Brain ! — through all her Works, 
Mark the prepoſt rous Mimick'ry of Nature 
Fiſh-ſhells on Mountains, wrought in fluted Stone ! 
And Man's Imperial Image in a Root 

Bel. How fare you, Sip Fm 

Can. O well! diſturb me not — 
What Angel lent thee this, that ſmiles forth Grace! 
Heav'n's Covenant of Penitence accepted | 
Cheering, as once the ſhow'ry-radiant Bow 
To -trembling Man, after a delug'd World ! 
Divinity impreſt it bears; and better 
Secures thy Virtue than thy Brother's Sword! 

Bel. Perhaps you knew the Miſtreſs of thoſe 

Charms ! 
Can, O ſpare my Shame . Coward Child 
of Guilt ! 

Spare my Remembrance the dire Recollection 
My Tongue the horrid Office of Recital! — 

— fis from my Knowledge of their living Charms: 
'Tis from my dire Offence to their fair Miſtreſs — 


| That Heav'n ſhow'rs down its fearful 8 


on me! 
And viſits my hoar Age with all its Plagues ! 
That Pity, that Relief, my ſavage Heart 
Deny'd to her, to whom all Love was due, 
In my laſt Moments Heav'n denies me now. — 


I 1 
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=—— I had a Wikk — 
Haſſ. Proceed — 

Mirz. Where will this end ? 

Bel. Heart- chilling Fears! — Attention waits in 
Terror tc; 

Can. This was the Preſent of my Nuptial Day 
T hus circled with a Radiancy of Diamonds; 
Drawn by a Maſter-Hand to raiſe the Gift 
As near, as Art could emulate Perfe@ion ! 

Hal]. Say, were you not ſome twenty Summers 

{ince 
Taken at Sea, and by a Tunis-Rover 
Sold on Epirus“ Coaſt ? 

Can. Alas! too ſure |! 

My All of III I date from that curs'd Hour! 
Curgd let it be through all ſucceeding Times! 

— Wou'd I had periſh'd then! or groan'd till now 
In faultleſs Slav'ry condemn'd to ply 

The labour'd Galley with inceſſant Toil! 

Or dig the Mine, plung'd countleſs Fathoms down 
To breathe the Damps of ſubterranean Air! 

Haſſ. You ſcap'd by ſwimming to a Malteſe Ship, 
Stranded nigh Shore, and ere ſhe cou'd be ſeiz'd, 
Clear'd in the Heavings of th* unfaithful Sand! 

Can. You ſeem acquainted with my dreadful Story. 

Haß Not twenty Years have raz'd you from 
my Knowledge! 

Mirz. It yawns ! — devouring Gulph of dark Per- 

dition! 

Haſſ. You left a Wife and Infant Son behind you !-- 

Can. O there it wrings my Heart: — a preg- 

nant Wife, 
And Infant Son! --- 'why what a Monſter I! 
The very Beaſts range, provident of Food, 
Unweary'd to ſuſtain their tender Young : 
But I, againſt the Learn of pleading Pity, 
Suppreſsd the Strugglings of high-working Nature; 
mating Bondage on an unborn Babe! need 


O what 
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O what a Scene of Miſery was there! 
When the fond Mother, helpleſs and forlorn, 
Echo'd the Cries of her two little Slaves; 
One, at her Knees ; the other, at her Breaſt, 
Tugging forth Blood, for the kind Nutriment, 
Which Sorrow had dry'd up! 
Bel, O what a World 
Of Woe your timely Ranſom had prevented ! 
Can, Thar, that's my Curſe ! — full of the pious 
Thought, 
Burning with tend'reſt Fondneſs to return ; 
— A Sum ſufficient rais'd to give them F reedom, 
And to attone my Flight: — But then, juſt then — 
Hell threw a Baſiliſæ athwart my Way, 
And a new Love extinguiſh'd my firſt Flames, 
Shot from th' Effulgence of Melania's Eye! — 
— Ill cou'd my Heart reſiſt her Smiles of Ruin. 
J courted! marry*d! — and, O Stain to Manhood 1 -- 
Gave out --- Aſteria dy*d 1n {oreign Bondage! 
Hal. She dy'd indeed! — in Labour of this 
Daughter : 
Leaving behind this eflifving Picture ; 
The ſad Memorial of an hapleſs Mother ! 
— Now, you remember me — the Purchaſer 
Of her, of you, and this your fatal Son! 
Cantelmi /woons, 
Bel. Ruinous Secret! dreadfully diſcles d!“ 
It ruſhes on him, like a whelming Tide, | 
Carries Fate quicker, and prevents the Wound! 
Mirz. Ha! Prophet! — what have I to do with 
Conſcience ? 
— Steed as I am ! — I feel the Force of Nature! 
— Now count thy Gains, thou mighty Politician! 
What have thy fine-ſpun labour'd Schemes PEG 2 
Is't not enough to ward apparent Ills, 
That numberleſs aſſault Mortality; 
But we muſt ſink by Evils unforeſeen? 
Cou'd I divine a Father in Cantelmi ! 
| eee A Mother 
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A Mother in Melania ! --- ſpare that Thought, 

Malicious Devil ! --- let me Kill ten Fathers; 

But whiſper not, I ſtain'd the Bed of one 
Haſſ. Ine er had urg'd the dire Diſcovery, 

But that I knew no other Mean cou'd ſtop 

Thy headlong Rage of Paſſion, or prevent 

The Crime of Force, and Inceſt with Amanthe, 

But proving her thy Siſter |! 
Bel. Triumphant Horrors! — Oh! -—-- 
Mirz. Give me that Groan ! — whocer com- 

plains of Horror, 

Uſurps upon my Right of Miſery ! —— 

How dar'ſt thou vent a Sigh ? — i killed hi YR all! - -- 

*Tis mine the damn'd Pollution of his Bed! 

Mine the infernal Merit to be firſt 

In all-excelling Wickedneſs | — I blaze! 

Down to thy native Hell, thou fiery Furnace 5 [ Falls, 

| Inceſt and Parricide! — O my whirling Brain 

Can. O! h--h! — 

Mirz. Herevives! — This to his Heart again! 

--- With-hold me not ! — *tis better to redouble 

The Parricide — thus — by another Blow, 

Than ſtand the Hearing of another Groan ! 

— O! *tis too much — that killing languid Look ! -- 

That Sigh of Vengeance! — 'tis worſt Cruelty ! 

Such dreadful Tenderneſs ! --- By Hell! — a Tear! 

Ado the awful Furrows of his Check 

O ſpare me! — ſpare me, Father! — ceaſe that Roll 

Of darting Terror ia thy dying Eye! — 

Hence]! — let me fly — new Murders wait my 

Sword | 

I feel the fiery Dæmon ſtrong within! 

The potent Spirit actuates my Limbs! 

Strains ev'ry Nerve, and borrows ev'ry Organ — 

To talk — to act with Fury, not my own! [ Exit. 

Haſſ. The dire Effects of his ill-govern'd Rage 
May ruin all! And our beſt Hopes, I fear, 
. Are now but weakly grounded! — I'Il follow him! -- 


For 
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For ſoon the Morn's grey Dusk : appears, and lights 
The fierce young Auſtrians to the bold Attack f 
Exit. 
Can. How coy is Death to Miſery ' — Who's 
there, 
That with an Angel Look and Heav'nly Pity 
Seems the fair Statue of a Weeping Genius, 
That mourns in patient Woe a waſted Land! 
May Heav'n requite thy Goodneſs! — I would 
bleſs thee, 
But that I fear, *wou'd take th? Effect of Curſes, 
And bliſter from the Mouth of ſuch a Wretch! 
U need no other Witneſs of thy Birth! 
This melting Softneſs ſpeaks Aſterias Daughter! — 
— None will reproach you with a Father's Crimes, 
When they remember ſuch a Mother's Virtues ! 
Bel. Let me have Words to — my meaning 
. 
Or I ſhall burſt with Tenderneſs? — Igt thus, 
Thus firſt I feel the Fondneſs of a Father, 
No ſooner known, than loſt! — Reſtore him, Heav'n! 
Give me to watch his Age with duteous Care! — 
With all th' indearing Offices of Love 
From my drain'd Vitals fill th' exhauſted Veins, 
Feed from my Heart the Fountain of my Life ! 
— I've read, A pious Daughter once (I glow 
With gen'rous Envy at the great Example) 
With her own Milk ſuſtain'd her aged Father ! 
Sinking with Years, Impriſonment and Want, 
Pining to Death for interdicted Food! — 
 — — Nouriſh'd, he ſuck'd the Plenty of his Child; 
And daily fed on the dear Life he gave! 
Can. I have a thouſand tender Things to aſk — 
— How thou haſt liv'd ; how, born to Slav'ry, 
Thou and thy Brother roſe to wond'rous Greatneſs ! 
— But my Aſteria beckons me away |! — 
A white-rob'd Train of Female Saints, led on 


By her, ſhall open Mercy's golden Gate, 


My 
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My Pilot Star through the benighted Gulph ! 

— That Pd been born ſome Mountain-Villager, 

Where Age comes ſlow, and mellows ere it falls 

Living and dying to illude the World ! --- [ Dies. 
Bel. Eternal Peace be thine ! --- How manifold 

The Form of Horror, black'ning to my View! 


Enter Mirz-abdi and Haſſan, 


Haſſ. Surpris'd, and without one oppoſing Blow, 
The Body of our Troops have all ſubmitted! 


Favour'd by Night, and our ill-fated Abſence, 


Silent the Foe march'd forth; — *tis thought invited 

By Chriſtian Traytors to the bold Attempt, 

Th' incorporated Soldiers of Cantelmi — 

Anon the German Gen'ral ſeeks us here — 

And proudly ſwells the Number of his Captives ! 

— *Tis Time to think of Terms | -— 
Mirz. Terms! l'll have none! 

Hence with that pale capitulating Face, 

And, like the damn'd, take Courage from Deſpair! — 

Long, as I may, with my remaining Few 


J will diſpute their Entrance! — every Foot, 


Their Numbers gain, ſhall with a Lite be purchasd! 


Remove the puling Girl from that dire Object; 
Secure her with Amanthe! — both be ready, 


The Pledges of my Vengeance, to attend 

At my firſt Call; nor let your ill-tim'd Pity | 
Obſtruct the Rigour of my late Commands! [ Exit. 
Haſſ. Beleyda's gentle Nature ever won me 

To love her, as my Daughter! — Shou'd her Brother 
Act in Deſpair his threaten'd Cruelty ; 
*F would kill my SouPs Repoſe, the leaſt Concurrence 
To fo abhor'd a Crime! — The Foe drives on; 


And I muſt quickly think for all our Safeties! ¶ Aſide. 


— Let me convey you hence! — new Tempeſts riſe, 
And bend their Fury to this Place of Terror. 

| [Harm.] [Exit Haſſan leading Beleyda. 

| — Enter 


i 
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Euler Mirz. abdi with a Soldier. 


Mirz. The Torrent rolls reliſtleſs! --- tardy Slave! 
Bring forth Amanibe. ¶ Exit Soldier] 'Tis well! — 
that Body there! 
Twill crown the great I of Horror ! 


Enter Altamar and Minefin purſuing ſome of Mirz- 
abd's Soldiers. 


Alt, Yield, Slaves, or die! — Ha! — how, Can- 
telmi dead! 
Is't thus th' Arch-traytor thinks to ſtop my Rage, 
And make a Rampart of his Murders wad him? 


Enter Soldier with Amanthe. 


Mirz. No, thus Tm better fortify'd! Shiny proceed 
not! 
A Word, an Eye of a wings hae Fate 
[ Holds his Sword to ber Breaſt. 
Ames. Behold | my Lord! Theſe are the 
Joys of Meeting! 
— My Father! baleful Sight ! ! his Murder 
Leaves me no Apprehenſion of my own ! —— 
Mon. Unmanly Refuge! view thoſe awful Charnis! - — 
— Forego the lovely Trembler ! --- and ſecure 
Thine, and the Lives of thy remaining Friends 
Mirz. Take back your vile Conditions! 
commands 
Mirz-abdi's Lite, muſt wear Mirz-abai's Sword! ZH 
To live, is not my Purpole ! --- aſk the dead --- 
That mouthing Wound ſpeaks loud, I mult not live !- 
Aſk what the erring World call Honour? --- that 
Proudly forbids me to ſurvive its Los! 


who 


And ſhall I breathe, dependent of thy Mercy! — 
--- Thus 1 hold Victory at Bay! - The Palm 
Thus 


— —_ — — — oped — 
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Thus far is greatly mine! By Aha ! mine! 
And tho' no Victor, Fortune makes me more 
Alt. Determin'd Wretch! --- nay, hold me not --- 
be dies | 
Nor more ſhall mock high Tuſtice ! 
Mirz, Let him go! | | Monteſint holds Him. 
Hot Sir! I have not Leiſure yet to die 
Excuſe me, if I treſpaſs on your Patience 
It well diſtinguiſhes the Chriſtian Hero! 
— III find a Way to exerciſe that Virtue; 
And ſink you to a ſupplicating Calmneſs 
Becoming, as your Brother's! — fo ! --- *tis well! 
Th' exploded Cannon cools! --- Hoa! — Haſſan! 


Haſſan enters. 


Have you diſpos'd Beleyda as I order'd ? 
Haſſ. Untold thoſe Doors, and give her to his 
Sight. 1 

Back Scene draws, diſcovers her in Mourning 

between two Turkiſh Soldiers, with a Bow- 

ſtring about her Neck, and a Veil over her 

Arad. | . 

Mirz. Now feaſt your Eyes! — you [To Monteſini] 
this Way bend your Look! 

Thitherward you! [To Altamar] and from my Arm 

and Nod; 

Wait your Diſcharge! . 

diſmiſs'd | 

By ſpeedy dreadful Certainty ! -- you came 

To riot in the Arms of Beauty! came 

To conquer, to reſtore me to my Dungeon: 

No, wretched Men! you came to walt my Tri- 

umph! 

To ſes the pompous Victims of great Vengeance; 

Such as become the Murd'rer of his Father ! 


Your Fears ſhall be 


Magnificent in Horror! — pr'ythee weep not 
But curſe --- left in deſpiſing you too much, 


1 ſhould 


„ oy 


J ſhould loſe half the Pleaſure of your Ruin! | 
Aman, Heav'n! _ | 
Mon. O my torn Heart |! 
Alt. Inſulting Monſter ! | 

Where's the all-watchful Eye of Provide ence ? | 

— Beleyda ! ſince no other Angel will 


O ſpeak ! — ſpeak thou — direct me how to ſave 
.. mee! 


— She cannot ſpeak — tis not a Grief of Words 
But Anguiſh in the Bitterneſs of Soul, 
Silent and fixt, as melancholy Madneſs— 

Mirz. Go on land echo one another's Groans 
They glad my Soul! now 'tis voluptuous Ruin! — 
And yet a Siſter's Death's but puny Murder; 

l want another Father! Slaves, be quick ;— 


Strangle her ſtraight!—ſhe diſappoints me elle ; — 
—And dies with Fear! — 


Alt. Infernal Dogs !—forbear !——- 
Attempt not ought againſt her ſacred Life 


— Or Tortures wait you — ſuch as Hell ne'er knew, 
Nor Devils can invent, 


Mirz. The Daſtards droop ! 
And the great Conſummation is my own! 
To your determin'd — faithful Haſſan! — 
—1 truſt this leſſer Sacrifice! — Take hecd! -—— 
[ Gives Amanthe up 10 Haſſan. 
If they advance a ſtep, or look a Reſcue; 1 
Deep in her Breaſt plunge thy relentleſs Sword | _ 
—— Now ſce if I am to be ſcar'd with Threats. | 
Hopes J have none and therefore have no Fears !--- 
O all ye Spirits of my butcher'd Friends, | 
All, all, whoſe Blood &er ſtain'd a Chriſtian Sword; | 
Or ſwelb'd the Trophies of immortal Chiefs; 
Fam'd Scander-beg, Hunniades — Lorain 
Behold my Vengeance on our haughty Victors 
Thus!---thus---"tis done l. —Cantelmi] thou Reveng'd! 
[ Stab ber, then himſelf---and falls dead at Cantel- 


mi's Feet---Altamar endeavours in vain to Pre- 
vent DN oO = Al. 
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Alt. Inhuman! ſavage Wretch ! Incarnate Fiend !. 
[Throws himſelf on the dead Body, 
Iaſſ. This ſomewhat may attone the bloody Deed! 
[Reſigns Amanthe to Monteſini. 
Aon. O Extaſy ! that ſhuns the Graſp of Thought! 
Aman. O God. like Act of Juſtice! gen'rous Haſ- 
ſau! 
Haſſ. There yet remains what better ſpeaks my 
Juſtice ! | 
----Till my Return diſturb not the fall'n Lover | 
es oc. 
Mon. I cannot think or act for his Relief ; 
Exceſs of Joy fo takes up all my Heart !--- 
Aman. My Father too !---- nor can I mourn him 
now 
5 Bp or Love drinks down the Tears of Picty 


Re-enter Haſſan with Beleyda. 


Bel. Where is he? let me raiſe him from the Dead! 
Warm him to Love, to Rapture to Beleyda !---- 

Alt. What means this radiant Viſion, gracious Heav'n, 
Both Death and Life, alternate, toſs my Fate, 

At once bely, and cheer my baffled Sight! 
---- Angels, approve this Miracle to Senſe ;---- 

Aman. 'Tis wonderful !----but ſay, who's ſhe ?---- 

who there---- 

Taff. The once great-ſould Melanial |---- wha 

"near 
The bloody Reſolution of Mirz-abal, 
And having ſwallow'd Poiſon in Deſpair, 
(Her Huſband murder'd, and her Crimes diſclosd) 
Agreed to act the pious F raud, and fave 
Guildeſs Belę da from her Brother? s Rage! 

Mon. Vaſt Fortitude of Soul !---- Above Heroic! 
A Deed! that ſtrains Belief, tho? Sight confirms it . 
O ſtop, my Love, thoſe Tears! [to Amanthe, 

Ho fares my Brother---- [to Altamar, 

Alt. As one born blind, and ſudden bleſt with Sight; 

At 
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At firſt, *tis more than Darkneſs----the fierce Blaze ! 
Oppreſt with Light, as Souls at op'ning Heav'n; 

He drinks in Rapture with a Flood of Day 
----But---here our Thanks are due---my kind Preſer- 


ver! [To Haſſan. 


Live, henceforth, in my Boſom !---- 

Bel. O my Lord! 

The direful Spring of theſe ſurrounding Woes 

Perhaps you know not yet! — prepare to hear, 

What told, will ſhock your Faith, and ſcare your 
n 

And when Fame gives the dreadful ſecret Birth; 

Lend your Attention with an Ear of Favour; 

Or dark Oblivion drown the guilty Tale! 

Alt, By Love cemented, nought ſhall mar our 

Joys; „ 

Love! the 0 Magnet of united Worlds! 

Whoſe ſtrong Attraction binds the whole Creation! 


Hafſj. Mark, from the recent Horrors of the Day, 


No Bounds are fixt to multiplying Crimes, 
But each is ſtill productive of a greater | 
See! ſavage Paſſions prompt flagitious Deeds ! 
Lo ! by the Son the faithleſs Father bleeds ! 
Adultery to dreadful Inceſt turns; 
And ſwell'd to Parricide raſh Murder mourns ! 
Till complicated Guilt, too late deplor'd, 
Throws the rack'd Wretch on the ſelt-ſlaught'ring 
Sword! 
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